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CHAPTER I. 
NED ROGERS. 


Nep Rogers had but few acquaintances in the 
city of Portland, Maine ; but those few were positive 
the boy had run away from home. 

It was quite natural such should be the general 
idea among those who saw him trying from day to 
day to earn the small amount of money necessary 
to provide him with food. 

As a matter of course it was essential he should 
also have clothes and a bed at night; but Ned had 
found it such hard work to get sufficient to satisfy — 
his hunger that it would have seemed a willful 
waste of money to expend it on anything save pro- 
visions. 

He very often found shelter in the store-houses 
on the wharves where he sought employment. 
Sometimes the crew of a fishing vessel would allow 
him to remain on board during the night, and more 
than once did he walk around the streets because 
of his inability to go elsewhere. 
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As for clothing, the badly patched suit he wore, 
which had originally been made for a full-sized 
man, was quite as much as he aspired to until 
“luck came his way,” and to have new garments 
was a dream he never allowed himself to indulge 
in, because of the apparent impossibility. 

Now, while Ned presented every indication of a 
boy who has run away from home in order to bet- 
ter his fortunes, and wishes heartily that he could 
run back, he had never been so foolish, for the 
simple reason that so long as he could remember 
there was no home for him in all this wide world. 

His first remembrance of anything even ap- 
proaching an abiding-place was when he had 
reached his fifth birthday, and then understood he 
was supported by an uncle, who seldom lost an op- 
portunity of telling him what a useless article he 
was, more especially on a farm. 

After that he remembered a funeral, with his 
uncle in the coffin, and from the moment the hard- 
hearted farmer was carried to his last resting-place 
Ned’s journeyings began. 

First one neighbor and then another had some 
work by which he could earn enough to pay for the 
small amount he ate, and finally, as he grew older, 
even these opportunities ceased. 

He did not know that he had a single relative in 
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the world to whom he could go, and while perfect- 
ly willing and even anxious to work, the towns- 
people called him a “lazy good-for-nothing, whose 
only desire was to eat the bread of idleness.” 

“Tt’s mighty little of any kind of bread I get,” 
Ned once said to Deacon Grout, when the latter 
had made use of this remark because the boy ap- 
plied to him for work. “TJ allers have done what- 
ever I could find that would give me a square meal 
or a place to sleep; but it looks as if you folks 
wasn’t willin’ to spare that much. I s’pose you 
think a feller like me oughter pay for the privilege 
of stayin’ in this blamed old town.” 

There is no question but that Ned’s provocation 
was great, yet it was an ill-advised remark, for 
from that day he not only had the reputation of 
being lazy, but impudent as well. 

The deacon predicted he would “come to some 
bad end,” and the deacon’s friends fully expected 
each morning to hear that “the Rogers boy” had 
been sent to jail, because of having committed some 
terrible crime. 

Despite this very unpleasant and unsatisfactory 
method of gaining less than half a livelihood, Ned 
remained in the town until he was fourteen years 
old; not for love of the place, but owing to his in- 
ability to leave. 
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The city was so far away that he did not think it 
possible to walk, and as for paying his fare on the 
stage-coach, he might just as well have cried for 
the moon. 

The cost of riding from Jonesboro to Portland, 
in both stage and cars, was $7, and Ned had never 
been the possessor of a tenth part of that amount, 
although he was really as industrious as the towns- 
people would allow him to be. 

From the day he was ten years old the unhappy 
boy had said to himself that he would go to the city 
at the first opportunity ; but as the weeks went by 
and he could see no possibility of carrying out such 
a plan, he grew discouraged. 

“T expect what the deacon said will come true,” 
he thought, “an’ it won’t be my fault. The people 
ain’t willin’ to give me a job, an’ if I do get a 
chance now an’ then, nobody wants to pay cash.” 

It was when the future looked darkest, and he 
had begun to ask himself whether it would not be 
possible for him to walk to Portland, even though 
the distance was more than two hundred miles, that 
the longed-for opportunity arrived. 

_ A drover passed through the town, or was about 
to do so, with a hundred head of cattle, when one 
of his drivers was taken sick, and he inquired for 
some one to fill the man’s place, 
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The stock was to be driven to the nearest ship- 
ping point on the railroad, and from there taken by 
cars to Portland. 

Ned heard of the drover’s necessities and applied 
for the situation, agreeing to do the work, provided 
he was taken as far as the city and supplied with 
food during the journey. 

On such terms there was but little difficulty in 
making a trade, and the boy left his native town, 
determined never to return until he could show 
Deacon Grout and his friends that it was possible 
for him to rise in the world when he was among 
those who would allow him an opportunity. 

The journey, slow and fatiguing though it was, 
delighted Ned. 

Everything around him was strange and wonder- 
ful, and those with whom he came in contact treat- 
ed him like a human being, which was a pleasing 
contrast to his experience in Jonesboro. 

The other drivers told him of what could be seen 
in the great world to which he was going, and re- 
lated more than one story of poor boys who had 
started out to seek their fortunes under even more 
distressing circumstances than those from which he 
suffered, coming back some day rich and respected, 
until he began to think it was only necessary to 
gain the city in order to be wealthy. 
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With such dreams as these was his time occupied, 
and when the journey was finally finished he began 
to look around for one of those very charitable men 
whom he fancied were waiting in large cities to 
welcome, with outstretched arms and plenty of 
money, all poor boys. 

Asa matter of course he found nothing of the 
kind, and before forty-eight hours had passed _be- 
gan to realize that the people in one place were 
very much like those in all others. 

No one seemed to have any especial interest in 
him, and it was quite as difficult to find an oppor- 
tunity to work in the city as in the country. 

After the first day he understood that there 
would be but little chance for him to get an engage- 
ment in a store while his clothing was in such a con- 
dition, and he relinquished that portion of his plans 
to seek work around the docks. 

Here he succeeded in earning about as much as 
while in Jonesboro; but his life was more pleasant 
because he was treated more like a human being 
and less as a criminal. 

During the summer season it made but little dif. 
ference where he slept; but winter was near at 
hand, and it became absolutely necessary he should 
make such arrangements as would provide himself 
with a shelter. 
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Until this time he had resolutely set his mind 
against going to sea, for he was quite certain it 
would not be an agreeable life, and there would be 
but little chance for him, without influence, to rise 
above the level of a sailor. 

“Tt’s no use, I’ve got to try it,” he said to himself 
one morning when, after sleeping under a pile of 
lumber on a pier, he awakened to find everything 
covered with hoar-frost. “Im pretty nigh frozen 
now, an’ what'll be the position of affairs in another 
month ?” 

Having once determined his course, Ned lost no 
time in acting upon it. 

He was very well acquainted with the water- 
front of the city and knew where to find vessels 
bound for a foreign port. 

Since it seemed necessary for him to go to sea he 
did not intend to ship on board a fishing vessel or 
one engaged in the coast-wise trade, for the very 
good reason that in such craft he would not receive 
sufficient advance to purchase the much-needed out- 
fit. 

The brig Evening Star was loading for Manila, 
and this seemed to him the proper kind of a voyage | 
to take. When the trip was ended he would have 
wages enough due him, provided he spent no money 
except for clothing, to admit of making himself 
presentable for a situation in a store. 
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Captain Bragg was on the quarter-deck talking 
with one of his officers when Ned clambered over 
the side and stood by the port rail amidships wait- 
ing until the master of the brig should be at leisure 
to speak with him. 

- “What do you want?’ the captain asked five 
minutes later when, the interview having come to 
an end, he condescended to notice the boy. 

“Td like to ship on this brig if you need a boy.” 

“ What can you do?” 

“ Almost anything in the cabin; but I don’t be- 
lieve ’'d make much of a fist goin’ aloft.” 

“So youre no sailor, but want to go to sea ?”’ 

“T had rather stay on shore, sir; but I can’t get 
a job, so made up my mind to try it aboard ship if 
any one is willin’ to take a green hand.” 

“ What about wages ?” 

‘“‘Tll leave that to you, sir, providin’ I can have 
advance enough to give me a decent fittin’ out. 
These clothes I’ve got on are all I own, an’ I reckon 
more’n them will be needed before the brig gets 
back.” 

“Would you like to ship as cabin boy ?” 

“ At what wages, sir?” 

“Ten dollars a month and an advance of two 
months’ wages out of the slop-chest.” 

Ned did not understand that by taking his outfit 


if 
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from the vessel’s stores he might be forced to pay a 
great deal more than the same articles would cost 
ashore, and readily engaged on those terms. 

“ Here, Mr. Stout, see that this boy gets what he 
needs from the chest, and then set him to work 
cleaning up the cabin,” the captain said to the first 
officer, and the latter motioned for Ned to follow 
him. 

Leading the way below he brought out a pair of 
woolen trousers, two shirts and a reefing jacket, 
which he gave to Ned as he said: 

“So you’re goin’ to sea, eh ?” 

“Yes, ir.” 

“ First voyage?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“ Run away from home, I reckon.” 

“No, sir; I’ve never had any since I can remem- 
ber, an’ if I knew of one you wouldn’t see me here. 
I’ve only shipped because I can’t help myself. This 
livin’ on wind ain’t what it’s cracked up to be, an’ I 
want to get under cover for the winter.” 

Mr. Stout looked at the boy almost pityingly, and 
said half to himself: 

“ It’s kinder tough to strike this pertic’lar craft on 
the first cruise.” 

“Tsn’t she asound vessel, sir?’ Ned asked, fear- 
ful lest there might be good reason for him to re- 
main ashore. 
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“Oh, yes,” the mate replied quickly, looking like 
one who fancies he has been so indiscreet as to say 
too much. ‘“There’s nothin’ wrong with the Even- 
in’ Star. I was thinkin’ of somethin’ else when I 
spoke. Get inter them clothes so I can show you 7 
where to go to work. I reckon the duds you've 
taken off will be about fit to throw overboard ; 
they wouldn’t hang together many days longer.” 

Ned would have insisted on knowing what the 
mate meant by his words in reference to the vessel ; 
but that gentleman did not appear inclined to con- 
tinue the conversation, and the boy was forced to 
follow him into the cabin without the desired in- 
formation. 

Ten minutes later Ned had forgotten that any- 
thing odd or unusual had been said, so interested 
was he in his work. 

The cabin was in a shockingly dirty condition, 
and he resolved to put it so thoroughly to rights 
that the captain could not fail to be pleased at hay- 
ing hired such an industrious boy. 

He had had no breakfast ; but the loss of a meal 
was something to which he was accustomed, having 
missed more than he got while on shore, therefore 
this trifling matter did not disturb him. 

When noon came he had not finished, and the 
cook insisted that he stop until dinner should be 
served, 
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As a matter of course he obeyed, and was assist- 
ing in laying the table when the captain entered. 

“Ts this what you call cleaning the cabin?” he 
cried in a rage, pointing to a pile of dirt which Ned 
had left in one corner until he finished sweeping. 

“JT only stopped to help set the table, sir,” Ned 
replied promptly, little thinking there could be any 
cause for complaint. ‘I shall be all through before 
supper-time.” 

“How many hours do you want on a job like 
this ?” the captain asked angrily. 

“Tm getting along right well, sir; but it was so 
dirty that a feller couldn’t make his work show till 
he was almost through.” 

“You've got too much chin to suit me,” the cap- 
tain cried, and at that instant Ned was forced to 
pass very near the man, who appeared as if trying 
to make himself angry when no reason for a dis- 
play of temper existed. 

Conscious that he had not offended in any way, 
Ned hardly expected to receive punishment, there- 
fore was wholly unprepared for what followed. 

The captain struck him a vicious blow which sent 
him headlong toward the companion-way at the 
very instant the cook was descending with a basin 
of hot soup. 

As a matter of course Ned had no control over 


12 WRECKED ON SPIDER ISLAND. 


his own movements, neither had the cook, and the 
result was that the two came together with a force 
and suddenness which sent both to the floor, the 
scalding liquid flowing over their faces and limbs. 

“What do you mean by that?’ the captain cried, 
as running swiftly toward the injured boy, he 
seized him by the coat-collar, struck him on the face 
several times with full force, and then hurled him 
to the deck above. “Ill teach you to spoil my 
dinner !” 

Ned did not hear this last remark. His head had 
struck against one of the rail stanchions, and he lay 
unconscious, while the captain turned the vials of 
his wrath on the unoffending steward. 

When the new cabin-boy recovered his senses he 
was in the galley and the cook was applying oil 
and flour to the blisters on his own face and 
hands. 

“What was you doin’ when the captain came in?” 
the master of the galley asked. 

“ Nothin’ more’n you saw. Id been to work all 
the forenoon, an’ only stopped when you wanted 
me to help set the table. I can’t tell what made 
him fly at me so.” 

“Tt’s a way he has when he gets two or three 
drinks aboard,” the cook replied with a smothered 
threat. “One of these days he’ll try that trick too 
often.” 


WRECKED ON SPIDER ISLAND. ° 43 


“ Did he do anything to you?” 

“ Not so very much,” and the man pulled up his 
trousers to show two ugly bruises on his leg. 
“That’s where he caught me before I could get on 
to my feet.” 

“ Did you say anything ?” 

“Tt don’t pay to do very much chinnin’ when the 
captain is around,” was the sage reply; “but he’s 
got to carry sail different from this, or the Evening 
Star won’t have a cook on board when she leaves 
port.” 

“He can hunt for another cabin-boy mighty 
quick,” Ned said angrily. “I’m willin’ to do my 
work or stand a flogging, but he shan’t knock me 
down when I’m trying my best.” 

*T don’t see how you can help yourself now.” 

“ What do you mean?” 

“ Nothin’ except that you’ve shipped, an’ it won’t 
be so easy to get away, for the police would arrest 
you on his complaint.” 

“But I haven’t reg’larly shipped.” 

“Oh, yes, you have. The minute you received 
what they handed out from the slop-chest you was 
one of the crew. It’s acase now of makin’ the 
best of it, and if you take my advice you’ll show up 
bright and smilin’ when he sends for you.” 

It was only natural Ned should.be very angry 
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because of the cruel and undeserved treatment ; 
but before the cook finished giving him good advice 
he realized that there was nothing left but to make 
the best of a bad job, since without money or 
friends it would be very difficult to avoid going to 
sea in the Evening Star, in case the captain insisted 
on his remaining aboard. 
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CHAPTER II. 


AT SEA. 


Nep was not fit for duty during this day and the 
next. 

Both his eyes were blackened, his cheek cut and 
swollen, and his face blistered in several places. 

After ministering to his necessities as well as 
possible, the cook carried him into the forecastle, 
and there, alone, he had ample opportunity to re- 
flect upon what kind of a life he might be forced to 
lead while it was necessary he should remain 
aboard the brig. 

On the evening of the first day, the chief mate, 
Bob Stout, came below to inquire how the boy felt, 
and before he had been in the ill-smelling place five 
minutes Ned decided that he should like this officer, 
no matter how brutal the others might be. 

“Got knocked ’round pretty lively for a few 
minutes, eh?” the mate said in a cheery tone as he 
seated himself on a chest by the side of Ned’s 
bunk. 

“Indeed I did, an’ all for nothin’. I was doin’ 
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the best I knew when he begun, an’ then how could 
I help tumblin’ the cook over when the captain 
fired me at him?” 

“ You don’t want to bother your head about that, 
my lad. The least said in such cases is the soonest 
mended. A boy at sea must learn to hold his 
tongue.” 

“Even when he’s gettin’ a floggin’ he don’t 
deserve ?” 

“ Of course; that’s the very time when it’s most 
dangerous to talk. You'll soon get used to the 
captain’s ways.” 

“Ttll take a mighty long while for me to get 
used to bein’ fired from one end of the cabin to the 
other, an’ then on deck.” 

“Wait three weeks, an’ see what you say about 
it. I went to sea as boy with a master who was as 
liberal with his blows as Captain Bragg; but I got 
in the habit of dodgin’ ’em before we’d been out- 
side three days, an’ after that it was fairly smooth 
sailin’, except when he caught me unawares.” 

“But there’s no reason why I should stay on 
board. Id rather starve ashore than have the best 
of everything that’s on this craft.” 

“The cook says he told you what risks you’d be 
takin’ by tryin’ to run away.” 

“So he did; but I won’t believe that man can 
keep me here if I don’t want to stay.” 
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“He can, an’ all the cook said is true. The only 
thing left for you is to make the best of it, an’ get 
along as easy a possible. Now cheer up, an’ have 
some heart in you.” 

With these words the mate left the forecastle, 
and Ned turned the advice over in his mind until 
he came to the conclusion that it would be better to 
act upon the friendly hints. 

The result of this conversation was that on the 
following afternoon the cabin-boy returned to duty 
by taking up the task which had been left unfinished 
when the unprovoked attack was made upon him. 

The captain entered shortly after the work was 
recommenced, but made no comment whatever. 
He did not deign to so much as look at the little 
fellow, and when the evening meal was served Ned 
succeeded in waiting upon the table without a mis- 
hap. 

After the third day came to an end the new 
cabin-boy felt quite well at home. He had remem- 
bered the mate’s advice in the matter of dodging 
blows, and on several occasions avoided what might 
otherwise have been as serious as the first flog- 
ging. 

Finally the time came when the Evening Star 
was ready for sea, and Ned congratulated himself 
upon the fact, for, once under way, it was hardly 
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probable the captain would have a great deal of 
time to devote to him. 

His first experience at sea was so much like what 
other fellows, who have ventured upon the ocean 
for sport rather than from necessity, have known, 
that there is no reason why it should be given in 
detail here. 

The brig sailed out of the harbor in the early 
morning, and before twelve o’clock poor Ned was 
in the forecastle believing his last hour was very 
near at hand. It seemed to him that the sailors 
were a particularly hard-hearted set of men to laugh 
and make sport of a dying boy, for he was fully 
convinced he would not live until morning. 

Death was not as nearas he had fancied, however, 
although he did not feel very much better at sun- 
rise. 

Then the mate came into the forecastle, and, after 
asking how he felt, said : 

“You had best come aft, lad. The room off the 
pantry is the proper bunk for you, and once clear 
of this foul place you'll get well a great deal 
faster.” 

“Where is the captain ?” 

“Tn his room. He hasn’t turned out yet, and 
you'll have a chance to get settled in the new 
quarters before he shows up.” 
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Ned was more than willing to make the proposed 
change. The odor, the jokes of the sailors, as well 
as the fumes of tobacco smoke, were decidedly try- 
ing to a weak stomach, and he managed to crawl 
from the berth unaided, thanks to the promise of 
an improvement in the surroundings. 

Mr. Stout so far unbent from the dignity of a 
first officer as to assist him across the deck and into 
the tiny room which was half-filled with stores of 
various kinds ; but, regardless of the limited accom- 
modations, Ned felt he was very fortunate in get- 
ting quarters where he could be alone. 

“T shall see that you show up to-morrow morn- 
ing,” the mate said as he turned to go. “I don’t 
reckon the captain will let you loaf any lowger, 
even though a sick waiter isn’t the most pleasant 
person one can have around a table. The skipper 
of this craft don’t believe in keeping cats that can’t 
catch mice.” 

“Do you s’pose he’ll let me stay here as long as 
that?’ Ned asked piteously. . 

“T reckon so, for I shall make it out you’re worse 
off than really is the case; so fix yourself as com- 
fortable as possible, an’ I’ll see to it that the cook 
brings you a bowl of soup before noon.” 

“T couldn’t eat a mouthful.” 

“Nonsense. You'll be as ravenous as a bear by 
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night, an’ I'll answer for it you can get away with 
quite a mess by the time it is ready.” 

Ned felt certain he should never again want any- 
thing in the way of food ; but when, two hours later, 
the captain of the galley brought a bowlful of 
liquid, steaming hot, which gave forth a most 
appetizing odor, he succeeded in swallowing more 
than half of it, feeling very much better immedi- 
ately afterward. 

By nightfall he had so far recovered that the 
nausea did not trouble him, save when he attempted 
to rise to his feet, and he had no difficulty in eating 
a large piece of meat and two ship’s biscuit, which 
the good-natured mate gave him. 

“T reckon you're all right now, an’ shall turn you 
out bright an’ early in the morning,” Mr. Stout said 
as Ned literally devoured the provisions. 

“Did the captain say anything because I was sick 
so long?” 

“Yes, he got into a reg’lar mad fit; but I made 
it out that you wasn’t able to come into the cabin 
in any decent shape, an’ he didn’t say any more. 
The old man has been like an angel all day, an’ I 
can’t understand the meanin’ of it. Anybody would 
say he was tryin’ to play me for some kind of a 
favor; but of course that can’t be, now we’ve put. 
to sea,” 
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It was destined Ned should know very soon what 
the “favor” was which Captain Bragg wanted of 
the mate, although he little dreamed then that it 
would cause him so much alarm. 

From the time Mr. Stout left him until late in 
the night Ned slept soundly, and then he was 
awakened by hearing the familiar voice of the 
captain say in a loud tone just outside the door of 
his stateroom : 

“There’s no need of your bein’ on deck for the 
next half-hour, Mr. Stout, so let’s go into the pantry 
for some grog. That lazy steward hasn’t left any 
in the cabin.” 

“Tl bring it to you there, sir, if you'll wait a 
a minute.” 

“ There’s no occasion for it. We can go in here 
as well, and there’ll be less chance any one over- 
hears us while we’re talking.” 

Ned heard the door of the pantry opened, and 
then it was as if the captain had entered the boy’s 
room, so far as the latter’s ability to hear all that 
might be said was concerned. 

The partition between the two apartments was 
composed of only one thickness of thin boards, and 
a whisper would have sounded distinct in the con- 
fined space. 

“It seems rather odd to see the captain of acraft 
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like this huntin’ his own lunch,’ Mr. Stout said 
laughingly. 

“Td rather do it just now while the second officer 
is in his room, for ’ve got something private to say 
to you which wouldn’t be safe even in the cabin.” 

There was a few moments of silence, and then the 
mate said, as if about to partake of some liquor: 

“ Here’s to your health, sir.” 

“Same to you,” was the reply; and then it was 
possible for Ned to hear the ‘sound as the glasses 
were replaced on the shelves. 

“Mr. Stout,” the captain began in a serious tone, 
“‘T believe you are not a rich man.” 

“ There’s no question about that, sir, for ’m even 
poorer than a churchmouse.” 

“How would you like a chance to make a 
thousand dollars or more of extra money this 
trip?” 

“There’s precious little need of my answerin’ 
such a question, sir. I never had a thousand dollars 
at one time in my life.” 

“What would you be willing to do in order to 
get that much within the next two months?” 

“ Without stealin’ it, do you mean, sir?” 

“Tt isn’t likely ’'d ask you to turn thief; but if 
this craft never reached Manila there might be more 
than that in your pocket.” 
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“Do you mean to wreck her ?” Mr. Stout cried as 
if in alarm. 

“Hush! Don’t make such talk so loud that every- 
body on board can hear you.” 

“It strikes me there are worse things than steal- 
ing,” the mate said slowly. 

“But this isn’t one of them. The brig is insured 
way up on what ain’t in the hold, and suppose she 
founders off the Florida Keys, who is going to be 
any the wiser? There’s no need that even the men 
should know, providing you and I work together, 
and we can take to the boats without a smell of 
danger.” 

“Itisa clear case of cheating somebody, even 
though we don’t risk the lives of the crew.” 

“Nonsense! Every cent will come from the rich 
insurance companies, and you can’t say that is 
wronging any one in particular. What would be 
the difference to a stock company which rolls up 
thousands of dollars in profits every year, if they 
had to pay an extra riskortwo? It’ssuchachance 
for us as a man seldom gets in this world, and we'll 
take it if you say the word.” 

There was quite a long interval of silence, and 
then Ned heard Mr. Stout ask: 

“ Have you made your preparations for scuttling 
her ?” 


24 WRECKED ON SPIDER ISLAND. 


“No, there wasn’t need of that until you and I 
had come to an understanding, and even then we 
“don’t want to do anything until we’re off the Keys 
where there’ll be no very great tumbling around in 
the boats.” 

“ How is it to be done?” 

“ We'll scuttle her from the stern. I’ve seen to 
it the cargo was stowed in such a manner that we 
can get down to her skin without any trouble. It 
might be a slight explosion in the forward hold— 
not enough to do any damage, but sufficient te start 
the men into a panic—would work to our advan- 
tage.” 

“T don’t like it,” the chief mate said in the tone 
of one who is willing to be convinced; “ but there’s 
a pleasant ring to a thousand dollars.” 

“Of course there is, and your share will be even 
more than that.” 

“Tt isn’t so easy to scuttle a craft as one might 
think, and when the job was done if some of the 
crew should happen to be suspicious, we’d stand a 
good chance of takin’ a trip to prison.” 

“Tf anything like that should happen at the last 
minute it would be unlucky for the man who saw 
us, or thought we were up to mischief. He 
shouldn’t leave this craft alive. I’d rather send the 
whole crew to the bottom than run a, risk of being 
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caught at such a job. But take another drink 
Stout, an’ think over this matter till morning. 
There’s plenty of time to discuss it, for we’ve got at 
least four days before us, if not a week.” 

Then the conversation ceased as the captain left 
the pantry, and Ned heard the mate, who had re- 
mained behind an instant, mutter to himself: 

“T knew the old man was up to something, or he 
wouldn’t have been so sweet for the last twenty- 
four hours, It’s a big scheme he’s got, an’ I don’t 
see why it couldn’t be worked without trouble. A 
thousand dollars is a pile of money to a man who 
never had any more than I’ve got.” 

This was sufficient to show Ned that the chief 
officer would not hesitate to assist in wrecking the 
brig, provided it could be done without taking too 
big a risk, and the boy began to wonder what 
would become of him if the crime was finally 
committed. 

The captain had said that if any one on board had 
a suspicion the brig was deliberately scuttled, such 
person should never leave the craft alive. 

Now Ned was in the possession of the secret, and 
in case the captain discovered that his words could 
be heard so plainly from one apartment to the 
other, it was only reasonable to suppose he would 
carry his threat into execution, more especially 
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when it was a person of so little importance as a 
cabin-boy without a relative in the world. 

“T don’t believe Mr. Stout would do such a thing 
to me,” Ned said to himself; “but Pll talk with 
him about it the first chance I get.” 

It was impossible for Ned to sleep any more 
on this night, and next morning there was no 
reason why the chief mate should awaken him, for 
he was at work in the cabin as soon as the first gray 
light of the coming dawn could be seen. 

“ Feelin’ better, eh?’ Mr. Stout asked as he 
came below while Ned was placing the dishes 
on the table preparatory to serving breakfast. 

“Yes, sir, an’ I'll be able to do my work now if I 
don’t get taken again.” 

“There isn’t much chance ofthat. You’ve served 
an apprenticeship, and won’t have any more trouble 
this voyage.” 

Then the mate went into the pantry for some of 
the same liquid which had played an important 
part in the conversation during the previous night, 
for it is as strange as it is true that as soon asa 
man contemplates villainy of almost any kind, he 
invariably flies for courage and consolation to 
liquor. 

Ned made up his mind to speak with the mate 
that very morning in reference to what he had 
heard ; but the opportunity was denied him, 
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Before the first officer returned from the pantry 
the captain came out of his room, and the two spent 
considerable time at the forward end of the cabin 
conversing in whispers. 

Then breakfast was served, after which Mr. 
Stout went to his apartment, and there was so much 
work for the cabin boy to do that he had not 
finished when it was time to prepare for dinner. 

The captain was in such a good humor during the 
noon-day meal that Ned was not even reprimanded 
when he tripped over a chair and spilled a portion 
of a cup of coffee, and after dinner the master. and 
his mate went into the pantry once more. 

The cabin boy was tempted to enter his own 
room in order to hear what was said, for most like- 
ly the mate was giving an answer to the question 
asked; but the risk of being detected was so great, 
that he did not venture on any such hazardous ex: 
periment. 

No until his work in the cabin was finished did 
the two emerge from their conference, and then it 
was apparent that Mr, Stout had agreed to join the 
captain in the commission of the crime. The master 
of the Evening Star was evidently on the best of 
terms with his mate, and the two showed very 
plainly that they had a secret in common. 

“Tf I don’t talk with Mr. Stout pretty soon he’ll 
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be jest as bad as the captain,’ Ned said to himself 
as he noted the change which had come over the 
“mate during the past few hours. “Tl watch my 
chance to-night after the old man has turned in, for 
if this thing is to be done inside of a week the best 
way is to get ready for the worst right soon.” 

The captain did not interfere with the new boy 
on this day, and had it not been for the short but 
sharp experience before putting to sea, Ned would 
have believed he was sailing under one of the most 
amiable men to be found in the world. 

When night came the cabin boy finished his tasks 
as quickly as possible and then went on deck, where 
he remained by the rail amidships until after the 
first officer had had another interview with the 
captain in the pantry. 

“ What are you doing out here?” Mr. Stout asked 
as he came on deck, and since he knew the officer 
was willing to commit a crime, Ned fancied his 
voice had lost that cheery ring which pleased him 
so much when he first heard it. “ Ain’t gettin’ 
homesick, are you ?” 

“ How can a feller feel like that when he hasn’t 
got any home to go to?” Nedasked witha mirthless 
laugh. “ All the same, I wish I was on shore. ” 

“Why? You seem to be gettin’ along well 
enough here.” 
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“T am so far as the work goes; but there’s more 
that’s worryin’ me.” | 

“What is it, lad? You’re too young to have 
very big troubles.” 

“Tf you'd promise me somethin’ I’d feel a good 
deal better.” 

“ Then out with it, for a boy like you don’t want 
to keep anything very serious on his mind too long 
at a time.” 

Ned looked around to make certain there was no 
one in the immediate vicinity who could overhear 
him, and whispered : 

“ Will you promise that I shan’t be left behind 
when you sink the brig ?” 

Mr. Stout started as if having received a heavy 
blow from a weapon, and an instant later grasped 
Ned by the arm with sufficient force to cause con- 
siderable pain, as he asked in a hoarse whisper : 

“ What do you mean by that, lad? Where did 
you learn anything of the kind?” 

“ You was talkin’ in the pantry, an’ I could hear 
every word while I was sick in my room.” 

“Come here! Let’s find out jest how easy that 
can be done,” and in his excitement the chief mate 
dragged Ned roughly into the pantry. “Now you 
speak here, while I go where you was.” 

An instant later the boy heard him say from the 
opposite side of the partition: 
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“ Now go ahead, an’ talk low.” 
“You can hear me if I whisper,’ Ned replied, 
~ suiting the action to the words. 

An exclamation of surprise and dismay told that 
the mate was convinced of the truth of the story 
related by Ned. 

Coming into the pantry once more he said stern- 
ly: 

“Now I want you to go over everything you 
heard us say! Don’t skip a single word more’n 
you can help, for this is gettin’ to be a serious 
matter.” 

Wondering why Mr. Stout should have allowed 
himself to become so excited, the boy obeyed, say- 
ing in conclusion : 

“You won’t let the captain leave me behind, will 
you, Mr. Stout? You know he threatened that was 
what he’d do to any one who had a suspicion the 
brig. was sunk by him, an’ I’m afraid he may find 
out I could hear all you said.” 

The mate looked at the boy very oddly for a few 
seconds, and then replied in a voice which trembled 
despite all his efforts to make it sound firm: 

“ll see youre not left here in case she is scut- 
tled; but I reckon the best thing we can do now 
will be to give up that job, since there’s another 
besides ourselves who knows about it,” 
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“ Who do you mean ?” 

“ You, of course,” and the mate spoke as if ina 
rage. 

“ But you know I wouldn’t tell.” 

“No, we must take good care of that,’ and to 
steady his shaken nerves the mate had recourse to 
the liquor bottle, pouring out for himself a dram 
which very nearly filled the glass. 

“You see I thought it was best to speak to you 
about it the first chance for if it is to be done so 
soon I might wait too long,” Ned continued, little 
fancying what thoughts were in the mate’s mind. 

“That is right, lad. [Tm glad you did, an’ now | 
we'd better go on deck. See to it that you don’t 
stay up too late to-night, for you must be on hand 
bright an’ early in the mornin’ to have things ready 
for breakfast.” 

“T’m goin’ to my room now. I only went on 
deck to speak with you.” 

“ All right; but be sure you don’t get to talkin’ 
with anybody else about what you heard, or there 
might come a row which wouldn't be pleasant.” 

‘‘There’s no danger of that,” Ned replied cheeri- 
ly, perfectly contented in mind since having spoken 
on the subject to the man whom he felt certain was 
his friend. 

Mr. Stout was so attentive as to go with the boy 
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to the door of his room, and when Ned was inside, 
the mate turned the key without the knowledge of 
the young occupaut. 

Then Mr. Stout visited the pantry once more, 
poured out another glass of liquor for the purpose 
of steadying his nerves, and muttered to himself as 
he went on deck: 

“The skipper must hear of this before morning. 
It won’t do to let that kid run around the craft with 
such a secret as he has got; but the question is how 
we can put him out of the way?” 
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CHAPTER III. 


THE PLOT. 


Mranwutte Ned was positive that everything had 
been arranged satisfactorily. 

It never came into his mind that Mr. Stout might 
think it in the highest degree unsafe for a boy to be 
possessed of a secret which could send him and the 
captain to prison for a long term. His only idea 
was that in case the brig was scuttled he would be 
in no danger, and this was sufficient for the time 
being. 

There was no occasion for him to leave his room, 
therefore he had no intimation he had been made a 
prisoner, and lay down to sleep with not a care on 
his mind, save, possibly, whether he should succeed 
in pleasing the captain as well on the following day 
as during the one just passed. 

Matters would have worn a very different com- 
plexion to him had it been possible to have over- 
heard the conversation which Mr. Stout had with 
the captain in the latter’s room about midnight, 
when the second mate went on deck. 
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The master of the Evening Star was wrapped in 
a slumber superinduced by frequent draughts from 
“the liquor bottle, and his chief officer had some dif- 
ficulty in awakening him. 

“What’s the matter?’ he cried in alarm when 
finally it was possible for the visitor to make his 
presence known. “Anything wrong?” 

“ Not with the brig ; but there’s some one aboard 
who must be attended to mighty quick if you count 
on carrying out the plan we spoke about the other 
night.” 

“What do you mean ?” 

“There was a listener while we were talkin’ in 
the pantry.” 

“Who?” and now fear caused the captain to be 
very wide awake. 

“The boy. Hecan hear even a whisper from the 
pantry while lying in his berth. I tried the ex- 
periment a little while ago, an’ know that not a 
word could have escaped him.” 

“ And he heard what I said ?” 

“ That’s the size of it. He came to ask me not to 
leave him behind when the brig was scuttled, an’ 
you can fancy what a turn it gave me. He didn’t 
seem to think it anything out of the way to tell the 
whole story, an’ I’ve taken the precaution of lockin’ 
him in his room,” 
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“That was right. He must fall overboard before 
daylight, or we shall stand a good chance of going 
to jail if we ever show up on shore again.” 

“ Now don’t talk foolishness,” Stout replied im- 
patiently. “In the first place, I won’t have mur- 
der committed ; it’s bad enough to scuttle a vessel. 
Then, again, it couldn’t be done without some of the 
crew knowing about it, and even if they simply had 
suspicions the loss of the brig immediately after 
the boy was silenced would show up the whole | 
matter.” 

“But what shall we do ?” 

“That’s what I don’t know. All I can say is 
as to what mustn’t be done an’ leave you to figger 
out the rest.” 

The captain was silent for fully a minute, and then | 
said abruptly : 

“JT wish you'd bring the bottle in here; I need 
something to clear my head a bit.” 

Mr. Stout obeyed at once, and when he returned 
the master of the brig had seen a way out of what 
promised to be a very serious difficulty. 

“We'll soon settle him, and I’ll answer for it that 
the crew will be glad enough to help us.” 

“ What is the scheme ?” 

“ Keep him a close prisoner from now out. Say 
that we have discovered he has some contagious 
disease——” 


/ 
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“ But anybody with half an eye can see he’s well 
and hearty.” 

‘There are plenty of things which can be hatched 
up. Say leprosy; that will startle every man jack, 
Pll go bail.” 

“Then what? We can’t leave him on board when 
the brig goes down.” 

“How thick-headed you are to-night, Stout! 
Take a drink to brighten youup. Suppose the men 
believe he’s a leper? The result will be that they’ll 
insist on our setting him ashore, as we should do 
in case he was really afflicted with the disease. We 
can land him on some small key, and the matter 
will be settled.” 

“ But he'll talk all the same when he gets back.” 

“Tf he ever does.” 

“Then it is really murder you are thinking of !” 

“Not a bit of it! We'll simply maroon him, with 
plenty of grub, and trust to chance for the rest. 
We'll make Spider Key for the first land, and once 
he is there I'll guarantee he stays.” 

“But I don’t fancy the idea of such a thing as 
that,” Mr. Stout replied thoughtfully. “It is dif- 
ferent, this scuttlin’ a vessel for the purpose of 
doin’ the insurance companies, while to maroon a 
boy is very much the same as puttin’ a knife into 
him, and perhaps more cruel.” 
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“Look here, Stout, it is too late for you to be — 
squeamish. He has heard the plan and knows-you 
agreed to it. Once his story has been told on shore, 
even if we back out now and put the brig into 
port, the cargo can be examined, and it’s good-by 
for you and I. Death wouldn’t be half so bad in 
my eyes as ten or fifteen years in jail, and that’ll be 
the size of it if he’s allowed to run around with our 
secret.” 

“spose you’re right,” the mate replied with a 
sigh; “but it’s mighty tough for the poor little 
fellow, all the same.” 

“ Not so much so as it would be for us. Tl see 

to it that he has enough in the way of grub and 
weapons to keep him going for a year, and at the 
end of that time it won’t do much harm if he should 
tell the yarn.” 
- One would have said from the expression on the 
captain’s face that he felt certain Ned would not be 
alive at the end of a year; but the mate was willing 
to soothe his conscience with the thought that he 
might find some means of escaping from the key, 
and thus the matter was settled. 

It only remained to decide upon the room which 
should answer for Ned’s prison until he could be 
sent ashore, and Mr. Stout said: 

“T reckon we may as well leave him where he is, 
eh ?” 


38 WRECKED ON SPIDER ISLAND. 


“By no manner of means. Didn’t you say he 
could hear all that was said in the pantry ?” 

“Yes; but what of that? We needn’t go there 
to talk any more.” 

“ You’re still thick-headed, Stout. If he can hear 
so plainly, what’s to prevent him from chinning 
with some of the crew or the steward? It’s a 
chance we mustn’t take, for if we give out that he’s 
a leper and he manages to tell one of them that he 
was never away from the State of Maine in his life, 
there would likely be a very big question as to the 
truth of our statement.” 

“Then the only vacant room is the one next to 
mine.” 

“Exactly. We'll put him there and leave the 
crew to say what shall be done with him. I’m’way 
off my reckoning if they don’t insist on his going 
ashore the tirst chance. When that has been done 
we'll make a-big show of burning the bedding, and 
the thing is over.” 

“Very well, sir, I shall have to give in that you 
can handle this matter better than I. Now, if you'll 
take care of the balance of the job it'll be a big 
weight off my mind. I couldn’t face that boy, 
knowin’ what we’re goin’ to do, without standin’ a 
chance of givin’ the whole snap away.” 

“Leave it to me; I'll attend to everything, and 
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you shan’t see him again till the day we take him . 
on shore.” 

Mr. Stout went to his own room after this 
promise; but it is safe to say that his sleep was 
neither sweet nor refreshing. 

Two hours later Ned was awakened by a heavy 
hand laid on his shoulder, and as he raised his head 
the captain’s voice was heard. 

“T want you to shift rooms, lad. The carpenter 
is going to make some changes here, and you’ll lose 
the best part of the night’s rest if you try to stay.” 

The words were spoken in the most friendly of 
tones, and Ned, wondering not a little why it was 
the master of the Evening Star had suddenly grown 
so kind, hastily dressed himself. 

Captain Bragg stood in the doorway until he 
was ready, and then led him to the room adjoining 
the chief mate’s, saying as he opened the door : 

“Tt ain’t a bad swap for you to make, my son. 
We keep this for passengers because it is so big, and 
don’t usually count on givin’ it up to one of the 
crew; but it seems necessary in this case. You 
needn’t try to turn out early in the mornin’; I 
shan’t have a regular meal served till the repairs 
are made, so lay in bed as long as you please.” 

Then the captain closed the door, locking it so 
gently that the turning of the key could not be 
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heard, and Ned undressed himself again in a perfect 
maze of bewilderment. 

~ The captain’s excessive kindness caused wonder- 
ment not unmixed with fear, for he remembered 
what Mr. Stout had said the day previous when the 
gentleman was so affable. 

“There’s no need for me to fuss about it,” he said 
after trying in vain to fancy some good reason for 
this almost affectionate manner. ‘Of course he 
don’t want me to do anything for him, else he’d 
asked with his fist. Perhaps he’s been drinkin’ too 
much, an’ I'd better turn out the same time as 
usual.” | 

This last supposition seemed the most reasonable, 
and, believing he had hit upon the true cause for 
the change of demeanor, he devoted his entire 
attention to sleep. 

At what time Ned awakened next morning he 
was unable to say; but it seemed quite late when 
he opened his eyes, and jumping quickly from the 
berth, began to dress hurriedly as he muttered to 
himself : 

“T reckon I shall have to walk mighty straight 
this morning, for the captain will be crosser than a 
bear.” 

After making a hurried toilet he attempted to go 
into the saloon, and, to his great surprise, found the 
door was locked. 
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It did not seem possible at first that such could 
be the case; but after trying in vain for several 
moments to open it, he was forced to admit he was 
a prisoner. 

‘Some one has turned the key, not knowing I was 
in here,” he thought, and then began to pound on 
the door in order to attract attention. 

It was not necessary to do this many seconds be- 
fore succeeding in his purpose, and he heard the 
captain’s voice from the outside: 

“Tf you don’t keep quiet I'll break every bone in 
your body !” came in low, but angry tones. 

“ But the door has got locked somehow.” 

“T did that myself. You'll stay where you are 
till I make up my mind what shall be done with 
you.” 

“But why am I kept here ?” 

“ You'll find out soon enough. Behave yourself, 
and there’ll be no harm done; butif 1 hear so much 
as a single yip, you’ll know what the cat tastes 
like.” 

Then all was silent once more, and Ned literally 
staggered back to the bunk, trying in vain to 
understand the meaning of this very strange per- 
formance. 

He could think of nothing he had done or 
neglected to do which would warrant such treat- 
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ment, and. after studying over the perplexing 
matter until his head swam, he lay down again. 

~ An hour later the door of his room was opened, 
and the captain entered, bringing a supply of food. 

“ Here’s enough to eat and drink till morning,” 
he said gruffly as he placed the tray on a locker. 
“Take hold and enjoy yourself as much as you can, 
for this terrible thing isn’t any fault of yours.” 

“What do you mean?” Ned cried. “ What have 
I done ?” 

“ Nothing, lad; but the men are not willing to 
have you around.” 

“The men!” Ned repeated in bewilderment. 
“ What can they have against me ?” 

“They’re afraid of catching the disease, and I 
can’t say I blame them.” 

“ But I ain’t sick.” 

“Do you mean to tell me you didn’t know you 
had the leprosy?” and the captain now appeared to 
be thoroughly surprised. 

“Have I? and Ned in turn evinced astonish- 
ment. 

“There’s no question about it. If I had noticed 
you more carefully the day you came on board, I 
should have known what the trouble was. Now it 
will be necessary to stay here quietly until we can 
set you ashore where there’s a hospital, for you 
need immediate care.” 
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Ned was so bewildered that he did not question 
the man further; but threw himself on the bunk 
once more, entirely at a loss to understand anything 
in regard to the matter, save that the crew had sud- 
denly grown afraid of him. 

“You must keep very quiet,” the captain contin- 
ued. “Don’t exert yourself by moving around, 
and I will see you have everything that’s needed 
until we put you on shore, which will be*by to-mor- 
row, or the next day at the latest.” 

Then the master of the Evening Star left the 
room, locking the door behind him, and Ned tried in 
vain to realize his position. 

After a time he remembered that he had not 
asked the captain what leprosy was, and examined 
his face in the glass to see such evidences of sickness 
as would warrant people in being afraid of him. 

His skin seemed of a healthy color, and he asked 
himself if he felt ill in any way; but without re- 
ceiving a satisfactory answer. 

“T can’t make out that ’m different from what I 
always was; but there must be something wrong, 
or the captain wouldn’t act so awful good.” 

Since he was not sensible of being an invalid, and 
had a very clear idea he felt hungry, there appeared 
to be no good reason why he should not partake of 
the plentiful supply of food which had been 
brought, 
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He made a hearty meal, and then lay down again 
as he muttered to himself: 

“ All I can say is that it ain’t very bad to be sick 
with leprosy, for I feel first class, an’ oughter be 
willin’ to stay here a long while if they feed me up 
in this shape.” 

During the day he slept considerable, but during 
the night was more wakeful. Now and then it was 
possible to hear the hum of voices from the cabin ; 
but he could not distinguish the words, and, from 
the “heel” of the vessel, knew she was reeling off 
the knots in fine shape. 

When another day dawned and the rays of the 
sun, coming through the port-hole, lighted up the 
tiny apartment, he expected to see the captain with 
a second supply of food; but the hours passed on, 
and his door remained locked. 

Then came the thought that perhaps they were 
making preparations to scuttle the vessel, and he 
would be left behind to drown. 

The chance of this seemed so great that he had 
made up his mind to pound on the door in order to 
attract attention, despite the threats of the captain, 
when that gentleman entered. 

“Well, my lad,” he began in a cheery tone, “I 
am glad for you that it won’t be necessary to stay 
here many minutes longer,” 
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“ Have you found out that there is nothing the 
matter with me?” Ned cried eagerly. 

“JT wish I had; but there’s no such good luck as 
that. We are off Spider Key now; the brig will 
soon be hove-to, and you are to go ashore. I’m 
sorry we couldn’t fetch up on the other side of the 
island where the village is, but, under the circum- 
stances, you won’t mind walking a couple cf miles. 
We shall give youenough so there’ll be no chance | 
of wanting anything, even though you should stay 
here a year, and when it comes right down to facts, 
you'll be better off than if you remained on board.” 

‘Will I have any trouble in findin’ the village ?” 

“Not a bit. Walk straight across till you come 
to it.” 

Ned was satisfied. He had hadso many hard rubs 
in his life that this being set ashore did not surprise 
him, and the fact that he would have enough to 
keep him for a year seemed like a wonderful show 
of generosity on the captain’s part. 

Just then the tramp of feet overhead, mingled 
with cries of command, told that the brig was com- 
ing up into the wind. 

Captain Bragg went to the companion-way a mo- 
and then returned with Mr. Stout. 

“ Are you going ashore with me?” Ned asked in 
glad surprise. 
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“Yes: the men backed out from the job, an’ since 
somebody must do it, I allowed you’d rather it 
would be me.” 

“ Indeed I had,” Ned replied, and if he entertained 
any suspicions previously, they were dispelled now 
the one man on board whom he considereda friend 
was to accompany him as far as the shore. 

The captain enveloped the boy in a rubber coat 
which partially hid his face, saying as he did so: 

“ You should be careful about taking cold. There’s 
a damp wind comes off the water, and it’s best to 
keep your face well covered until you are in the 
hospital.” 

Ned, now firmly convinced that the master of the 
Evening Star was his very good friend, obeyed 
orders to the letter, and Mr. Stout led him on deck. 

The brig was hove-to off alow-lying, sandy island 
about half a mile away, and a more desolate-look- 
ing place could not well be imagined. 

Far down on the opposite shore was something 
dark which might be a clump of trees, otherwise 
there was not so much as a blade of grass in the 
way of vegetation. 

The boat was alongside, and, standing well for- 
ward, as if afraid of having the leper pass them, 
were the crew, looking very much disturbed. 

_ “You ean see how frightened they are of you,” 


ei lei al 


WRECKED ON SPIDER ISLAND. 4” 


Mr. Stout said in a low tone. “It was all the 
captain an’ I could do to prevent them from setting 
you adrift in one of the boats.” 

“How funny it is that they should have got 
scared when I look the same’s I ever did.” 

“ But you don’t, my lad. There’s a big change 
in your appearance since you come aboard.” 

“T feel jest the same, anyway.” 

“Yes, folks with that disease always do; but 
come on, we must get to the island as quick as we 
can, or the brig may go on without me.” 

“J wish you was goin’ to stay ashore too.” 

Ned was clambering over the rail as he said this, 
consequently did not see an expression of what was 
very like fear which passed over the mate’s face, 
and it seemed impossible for him to make any re- 
ply. 

On stepping into the boat Ned noticed a number 
of packages in sail-cloth, and asked what they were. 

“ Provisions an’ sich like as you may need while 
stoppin’ here. The captain tells me he has given 
you a first-class outfit, large enough to keep you 
like a prince for a year.” 

While speaking Mr. Stout had begun to row to- 
ward the shore, and when they were so far from the 
brig that his words could could not be overheard by 
the captain, who was watching them from the quar- 
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ter-deck, he said ashe motioned with his foot toward 
a small bundle which lay under the stern-sheets : 

“T found a lot of fish-lines, a pocket knife, an’ a 
quantity of matches in my room this mornin,’ so I 
put ’em aboard thinkin’ they might come in handy 
for you.” 

“What would I want with such things if ’m 
goin’ to the hospital?’ Ned asked in surprise. 

“Ts that where you’re bound for?’ the mate in- 
quired, and now it was his turn to show astonish- 
ment. 

“Of course. Didn’t the captain tell you ?” 

“J ain’t certain as he did. I’ve been pretty busy 
on deck since you was taken sick, an’ haven’t had 
much chance to talk with him.” 

“But I haven’t been taken sick. Captain Bragg 
says I’ve got leprosy ; but that’s all.” 

Mr. Stout acted very much as if he did not care 
to prolong the conversation. 

He rowed as rapidly as possible with his head 
half-turned, as if to avoid looking the boy in the 
face, and pretended not to hear when Ned asked 
relative to the location of the village. 

When the bow of the boat grated on the sand he 
leaped ashore and began pulling out the packages 
with feverish haste, while Ned, throwing off the 
rubber coat because of the heat, leisurely stepped 
on the land. 
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In a very few seconds Mr. Stout was ready to re- 
turn to the brig, and stopped as if to shake hands 
with Ned; but evidently changed his mind, for in- 
stead of so doing he leaped in the craft. 

“Perhaps [ll see you when we come back,” he 
cried, and then pulled at the oars with all his 
strength, keeping his eyes fixed on the bottom of 
the boat to shut out from view the boy who stood 
at the very edge of the water, gazing after the man 
whom he believed to be his friend. 
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CHAPTER IV. 
MAROONED. 


Nep remained exactly as Mr. Stout had left him 
until the little craft was alongside the brig, hoisted 
on board, and the Evening Star, swinging around 
into the wind, was standing off on her course once 
more. 

During all this time the mate had not, so far as 
he could tell, looked at him for a single instant, and 
this apparent lack of sympathy puzzled Ned. 

“J don’t see what makes him so queer,” he said 
to himself as he watched the vessel rapidly drawing 
away from the tiny island upon which he had been 
landed. “The captain seemed kind enough while I 
was locked in the state-room; but neither he nor 

. the mate acted as if they felt bad because I had to 
go away.” 

Then once more he wondered what leprosy was, 
which necessitated his leaving the brig so suddenly, 
and to neither of these mental questions could he 
give a satisfactory reply. 

_ The packages which had been brought ashore were 
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too numerous to admit of his carrying them at one 
load, and he decided to leave everything, except the 
articles given him by the mate, on the beach until 
he could locate the village. 

The fishing-lines, knife, and matches he put in his 
pockets, covered the other goods with the rubber 
coat, and when the Evening Star had faded away 
in the distance to a mere smudge on the horizon, 
he set out in search of the inhabitants of the 
island. 

It was about noon when he came ashore, and 
since then fully two hours had been spent watching 
the brig. 

The heat seemed intense, and the glare of the 
sun on the white sands nearly blinded him. 

“There’s no use standing here any longer,” he 
said aloud after one more glance at the faint shadow 
which marked the brig’s position. ‘If I don’t start 
it'll soon be dark, an’ then there would be trouble, 
for a fellow can’t find his way around a strange 
island very well when it’s impossible to see any- 
thing. It seems kinder queer that I was so sick it 
wasn’t safe for me to stay aboard the Evening Star, 
an’ yet the captain thought it was all right for me 
to walk a couple of miles when cae hot enough to 
melt the boots off a fellow’ 


Then, with his eyes fizéd SB to 





52 WRECKED ON SPIDER ISLAND. 


be a clump of trees, in order that he might be cer- 

tain of traveling in a direct course, Ned set out, 
% trudging along resolutely, regardless of the heat, 
which brought the perspiration from his face in tiny 
streams. 

The hard lessons of life which Ned had already 
received stood him in good stead now. Without 
them he might have weakened before this, the first 
of many troubles yet to come; but he had knowna 
number of instances where a good deal more labor 
than that of walking two miles had been required 
of him, with no prospect of a reward when the task 
was finished, and the question of fatigue hardly 
entered his thoughts. 

He believed he should soon arrive at a village 
where he would be hospitably received as soon as 
he informed the inhabitants that he had been set 
ashore because of suffering from leprosy, there- 
fore the thought of what he would soon enjoy 
served to pass the time more rapidly. 

After half an hour’s steady walking he saw 
that the point toward which he had been making 
his way was indeed a clump of trees. 

The grove was situated at the head of a small 
bay which made in on the western side of the 


island, and here the vegetation was almost luxuri- 
ant. 


ie 
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Trees covered an extent of land fully half a 
mile square, and sloping down from the higher por- 
tions of the island to the water’s edge were bushes 
and small plants in profusion. 

To a fellow who wanted to “camp out” where 
he would be free from intrusion, it was a beautiful 
place ; but to one in Ned’s situation, who hoped to 
see houses as a sort of guarantee that he might find 
something to eat, it was not cheering. 

“JT reckon the village is on the other side of the 
grove,” he said to himself. “If ’d known where 
to look for it in the first place I might have saved 
quite a long walk.” 

He was beginning to grow tired, and the heat 
had caused such a thirst that water seemed an 
absolute necessity. 

Fortunately he was not forced to travel very 
much further without a plentiful supply of this 
most precious liquid. 

After passing about half-way through the grove, 
he came upon a small natural spring which ap- 
parently gushed out of the coral rock, and here he 
made a long halt, satisfying his-thirst gradually be. 
cause of the intense pleasure of drinking when his 
tongue was so parched. 

The thing which struck him as most strange was 
the fact that during all his travels he had not seen 
a sign of human beings. 
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From what he had noticed of the island while on 
the brig, it did not appear to be very large, and he 
failed to understand how it could be populated and 
this portion so completely deserted. 

“T mustn’t sit here thinkin’ about it,” he mut- 
tered, rising to his feet. “Itll be night before I 
strike the hospital if I don’t keep moving.” 

Straight through the grove he went, then on the 
other side within sight of the water, but seeing no 
signs of life, save when the birds swooped down 
past him as if trying to find out what sort of 
creature this was who had come among them so 
suddenly. 

He quickened his pace, and continued on with 
grim determination until the sun sank behind the 
waste of waters, and the shadows of night were 
gathering more rapidly than he had ever seen them 
before. 

“‘T have surely walked three miles an hour,” he 
said to himself, “and if it was two o’clock when I 
started, Pve got over not less than twelve miles. 
Say it was three across from where I landed to the 
grove, and that makes nine I’ve footed it around 
the shore with “3 

He ceased speaking very suddenly, and stood 
silent and motionless staring in front of him on the 
sand near the water’s edge. 
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He had returned to the very place where Mr. 
Stout put him ashore, for here were the packages 
just as he had left them. 

During at least five minutes he remained like a 
statue gazing at the inanimate objects as if expect- 
ing they would give him some solution to what was 
a perplexing riddle, and then like a flash of light 
the truth came into his mind. 

“What a fool I have been not to understand the 
whole thing before!” he exclaimed. “When I told 
what I had heard from the pantry, the mate went 
to the captain, and the two decided that it wouldn’t 
be safe to let me go among the men, for fear I 
might give away the secret. Theidea of my bein’ 
sick was cooked up, I was kept in the state-room so 
none of the crew could see me, an’ landed on the 
first desolate island the brig came to. There’s no 
show of people livin’ here, for I’ve followed the 
water around, and nearly all the time could see 
half-way across, so that part of the business is 
settled. Now I’m to stay here till I die so’s I can’t 
tell about their wreckin’ the brig.” 

There was only one thing that prevented Ned 
from giving way to the despair and grief which 
came into his heart with the knowledge of the cruel 
deed of which he was the victim, and that was the 
certainty the Evening Star would soon be scuttled. 
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“ Perhaps I’m lucky in only bein’ set ashore here. 
They might have kept me on board till the last 
minute, an’ then left me to go down with the 
vessel.” 

Boy though he was, Ned understood that it was 
in the highest degree necessary he should retain 
control of himself, and instead of indulging in use- 
less grief, he set about making the best of what was 
a very bad plight without a single redeeming 
feature. 

“Tkere’s no use in goin’ hungry, an’ I may as 
well see what we’ve got here in the way of grub,” 
he said to himself as he unfastened the largest 
package. 

A cry of anger and disappointment burst from his 
lips as the contents were disclosed to view. 

The square of canvas contained nothing but 
» oakum and bits of rope. 

Feverishly he opened the others, only to find 
them filled with rubbish of all kinds. 

The captain had doomed him to starvation, and 
the different bundles were prepared to deceive the 
crew, some of whom might have been suspicious 
had the poor boy been set ashore with nothing to 
eat. 

Captain Bragg believed death would soon close 
the lips of the one who had unwittingly learned his 
secret. 
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Ned no longer tried to act the manly part. 

Anger was the first sensation after the terrible 
discovery that he had been sentenced to a lingering 
death, and he attacked the rubbish in a frenzy, 
throwing it on every side and stamping upon the 
fragments like a madman. 

Then came grief and despair. 

Seated on the sand by the side of what he had be- 
lieved was a generous supply of provisions, he gave 
way to tears, and when this fit passed it was night. 

He was too tired to retrace his steps to the 
grove, the cnly place where could be found the 
semblance of a shelter, even had he been disposed 
to battle against the fate which seemed to beset him 
on every side. 

Stretching out at full length on the sand, he pulled 
the rubber coat over him, and finally fell asleep 
with a partially defined hope that death might over- 
take him befcre he could awake to consciousness. 

For a boy who had just been marooned and who 
neither had provisions nor the means of procuring 
any, Ned Rogers slept remarkably well. 

Although the sand was by no means as soft as 
the hard mattress in the state-room of the Evening 
Star, he did not awaken until the rays of the sun 
falling across his face banished the slumber from 
his eyelids. 
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For an instant he gazed around in wonderment, 
not knowing how such a change could have been 
‘made in his surroundings, and then the full knowl- 
edge of all that had occurred came to him once 
more. 

His first impulse was to cry, and then he checked 
himself resolutely as he said: 

“ Look here, Ned, it won’t do at all. I don’t re- 
member that you’ve ever been in quite as hard a 
scrape as this; but I’m certain you know what it is 
to be hungry, and this island ain’t half as tough as 
runnin’ ’round Jonesboro hearin’ the folks say you 
are bound to come to some wicked end. You're 
pretty near as bad off as Robinson Crusoe, an’ yet 
he come around all right.” 

Then Ned regretted not having read the book 
more carefully when Frank Hubbard loaned it to 
him, because if he had done so he might the better 
have been able to decide upon his future course. 

Rising to his feet and mechanically plunging his 
hands in his pockets, he became aware of the fish- 
lines, and with this very pleasant remembrance 
came the thought that Mr. Stout had given him 
these few articles with the kindly hope that he 
might prolong his life. 

“ Perhaps he didn’t dare to do any more while 
the captain was watching. Anyway, 1 oughter be 
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able to catch some fish if I can find bait, and with 
what matches I have got there won’t be~much 
trouble about building a fire.” 

The mere fact that he knew what to do seemed to 
give him no slight amount of mental relief, and he 
started at a rapid pace for the tiny bay which ran 
up into the grove. 

“There will be fish in that place if anywhere, and 
after breakfast I reckon it won’t be such a very 
hard job to rig up some kind of a shanty,” he said 
to himself as he walked along, keeping a sharp look- 
out meanwhile over the surrounding waters in the 
hope of seeing a sail. 

There was not a craft of any kind in sight, and if 
he had known exactly the position of Spider Key, 
he would have understood that his chances of see- 
ing a vessel were very slight. 

On arriving at the shore of the bay his first work 
was to dig in the sand for worms, as he would have 
done at Jonesboro; but on reaching the foundation 
coral without finding other form of life than fleas, 
he gave it up as a bad job. 

Then he walked around the beach until he found 
what looked like mussels, and breaking the shell of 
one of these soon had his hook baited. 

The shores of the bay were very bold, and it was 
hardly necessary to use a pole in order to cast the 
line into deep water. 
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To the anxious fisherman it seemed as if the hook 
had hardly reached the surface before the bait was 
seized by a silvery fish, and a second later he had the 
first portion of his breakfast on shore. 

“ With three fellers like that Pll have all I can 
eat this morning,” he said in a tone of satisfaction. 

It surely seemed as if the fish of the bay were 
eager to accept his invitation to breakfast, and be- 
fore one could have counted fifty he had a plentiful 
supply. 

The task of cooking them was more difficult than 
the catching, because of his inexperience. 

Instead of burying them among the ashes as 
he should have done, Ned could think of no other 
way than to toast the fish, by placing them on short 
sticks stuck in the sand near the blaze. 

This was a tedious and unsatisfactory way of 
cooking, because while one portion was burning 
the opposite side of the fish was growing cold; but 
he succeeded after a certain fashion, and his hunger 
was appeased. 

There was no especial reason why he should work 
very industriously, or, at least, he did not think 
there was, and he seated himself within the shade of 
the trees, remaining there until he fell asleep once 
more. 

When he awakened again it was afternoon and 
time to think of getting supper. 
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“This won’t do,” he said ruefully. “I mustn't 

go on simply eatin’ and sleepin’, otherwise when 
it storms I shall be badly left. I wonder if the 
queer clams I used for bait wouldn’t go well roast- 
ed? It won’t take so long to cook them, and perhaps 
I can yet make a good start on buildin’ a shanty.” 
- To kindle the fire and throw among the coals an 
armful of mussels was not a long job, and then Ned 
walked slowly through the grove to decide upon 
the location of his proposed house. 

He finally, after considerable discussion with 
himself, concluded that it would be wisest to erect 


- the building within a short distance of the spring, 


and near the head of the bay. 

In order that he might have no difficulty in find- 
ing the spot selected, he half broke, half cut down 
a sapling, and then went back to the scene of his 
culinary operations. 

The mussels were well roasted ; but, lacking salt, 
they were not as palatable as the fish. 

“These go along way ahead of nothin’,” Ned 
said grimly, “ but fall mightily short of some grub 
I’ve tasted in my day. After the shanty is built I 
shan’t have anything to do but hunt ’round for 
provisions, an’ it’ll be queer if I can’t manage to 
catch one or two of these birds.” 

He was rapidly getting rid of that terrible feeling 
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of utter desolation which had at first come upon 
him, and appeared as well able as any boy could 
~~have been to provide against want. 

The remainder of the day was spent in house- 
building, and a slow task it proved to be. He had 
no other tool than the pocket knife, and it was not 
particularly well adapted to the hewing of trees. 

He contrived to lop off some of the small limbs 
and break down saplings enough to make the roof 
of his shanty ; but before anything more could be 
done night had come, 

Again he slept under the rubber coat, and de- 
spite the fact of the noon-day nap his slumber was 
long and profound. 

He was awake by sunrise, however, and fully 
determined to have something to show for this day’s 
labor. 

In order to economize time he made a breakfast 
of roasted mussels, and then began to work with a 
will on the building. 

Before the sun set again he had put upa dwelling 
which pleased him very much, save as to size. 

It was not more than six feet square and about 
five high, but it would serve to shelter him from 
the rain, although a heavy wind might level it in 
short order. 

To four small trees which grew at nearly equal 
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distance from each other he had lashed the main 
timbers of the building, using creeping vines for 
ropes, and placing them at as high a point as it 
would be convenient to work. 

Across these were tied other poles about four 
inches apart, and over them were laid the broad 
leaves of what appeared to be a species of banana 
plant, the whole being bound down with vines. 

The sides and one end of the shanty were inclosed 
in leaves, and while the wind was not too boister- 
ous he had a very comfortable dwelling. 

On this night Ned slept for the first time in his 
life beneath his own roof, and there was such a sense 
of satisfaction and proprietorship in the fact that 
he almost forgot his desolate condition. 

Next morning he was in no hurry to arise. 
Having worked so hard on the previous day, it 
seemed only fair he should indulge in a prolonged 
resting spell. 

Hunger forced him to venture forth before the 
forenoon was very far advanced, however, and for 
the second time he served up a meal of fish, which 
were captured as readily as before. 

After this two or three hours were spent trying 
to snare some of the birds by making a slip-noose 


_ with one of the fishing-lines and placing within the 


circle fragments of mussels, 
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He had no difficulty in enticing the feathered 
_ visitors to an examination of his bait, but they_re- 
fused in the most provoking manner to alight long 
enough for him to fasten the string around their 
legs, and he was forced to relinquish this method of 
replenishing his larder. 

“You've beaten me this time,’ he said with a 
laugh; “ but just wait awhile till I rig up another 
kind of a trap, and we’ll see who comes out best.” 

The next most pleasing method of passing the 
hours seemed to be by an examination of what he 
had already begun to call “his farm,” and he set 
out intending to make a full exploration in two 
days, going half-way around on each excursion. 

“Tf I only had a dog I believe this would be 
a jolly sort of a place in which to live for a 
month or so,” he said aloud, as if there was a 
certain sense of companionship in the sound of 
his own voice. “It’s goin’ to be mighty lonesome 
after awhile.” 

He‘had started on his exploring trip by follow- 
ing the same course taken when he was searching 
for the supposed village; but on this occasion he 
walked nearer the water’s edge and kept a sharp 
lookout for anything which might serve as food. 

A few yards from the edge of the grove he found 
a portion of the coral not covered by the sand, and 
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on this was a fine white powder which he tasted of 
eagerly. : 

“Tt’s real salt!” he exclaimed in surprise and 
delight. “I reckon the sea-water has washed up 
on it, an’ then the sun has dried the salt out. That’s 
the way I’ve heard Deacon Grout say some folks 
found it.” 

As may be supposed, he was careful to gather up 
the small amount which had been prepared by the 
elements, and while doing so resolved to make 
arrangements for getting as much as might be 
needed in the future. 

A leaf served as a salt-dish, and he carried it 
carefully back to the hut, saying as he deposited 
the precious powder where it could not be blown 
away: 

“To-morrow I'll go after those pieces of canvas 
the captain wrapped his bogus grub in and begin 
this part of my housekeeping in ship-shape fashion. 
The fish will taste mighty good to-night if I can 
manage to cook them all over alike.” 

When this had been done to his satisfaction he 
started once more on the exploring tour, and after 
having walked fifteen or twenty minutes was re- 
warded by another “find ” which seemed even more 
valuable than the first. 

This was neither more nor less than what ap- 
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peared to be the hull of a small vessel almost en- 
_tirely buried in the sand, the ends of the framework 
only showing above the surface. 

“Now I can build me a house that won’t be in 
danger of goin’ to sea when the first storm comes 
on,” he said triumphantly. “The only thing is to 
rig up something which will answer as a spade, and 
the rest is just a question of hard work.” 
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CHAPTER V. 


A DISCOVERY. 


Axtuovex Ned had never been shipwrecked, nor, 
except in the case of the story about Robinson 
Crusoe, had he ever read of such disasters, yet he 
understood that before he gathered a supply of 
food, in case such a thing should be possible, it was 
necessary to have a substantial building in which to 
keep it. 

It was his intention to lay in a quantity of salt ; 
but in case he was forced to store it in the shanty 
of leaves the stock would be destroyed by the first 
storm of rain, and in fact it seemed as if all his 
hopes of being able to hold out until some craft 
should come within hail depended upon his having 
a building sufficiently strong to resist the weather. 

Therefore it was that he hailed the discovery of 
the wreck as of the highest importance, and resolved 
to work at her incessantly, save when it was neces- 
sary to prepare food or sleep, until he had accom- 
plished his purpose. 

In view of the fact that the only tool he possessed 
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was a pocket-knife, the task was gigantic; but it was 
as if the difficulties in his path only served to increase 
his courage. 

He had said that all he needed was something 
which would serve as a spade; but even with such 
a modest want in his mind he was brought to a 
standstill. 

To hew down a tree sufficiently large to provide 
him with material for a wooden shovel an ax would 
be absolutely indispensable, and it was quite posi- 
tive there was no lumber to be found on the shores, 
for he had already made nearly an entire circuit of 
the key. 

His joy at the discovery was lessened consider- 
ably by the difficulty in the way of utilizing it, 
and he studied over the problem a long while 
without having arrived at a conclusion which was 
satisfactory. 

“Its certain I can’t have a spade or anything 
like one,” he said thoughtfully ; “ so the question is, 
what else can I find to throw the sand away with? 
I reckon those timbers are buried pretty deep, and 
a fellow couldn’t do very much with only his 
hands,” 

In order to ascertain exactly what might be 
accomplished with nothing in the way of imple 
ments he began to kick and shove away the sand; 
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but in a short time his fingers were made sore by 
the sharp particles, and he realized that in less than 
an hour of such work his hands would be blistered 
and cut. 

Then he walked slowly back to the grove and 
looked around as if for an inspiration. 

This was neither more nor less than a waste of 
time, for the saplings were the only objects which 
could be cut down with the knife, and these he at- 
tacked at once. 

“A fellow can’t make very much of a fist dig- 
gin’ sand with a stake,” he said as he worked; “ but 
so long as I couldn’t use my hands more than half — 
an hour, these poles will go, way, ahead of nothin’.” 

After cutting down half a dozen small trees, the 
trunks of which were no larger than his wrist, he 
whittled the thickest ends flat and proceeded to the 
work. { 

It was very much like trying to dig with a spoon ; 
but yet he made a certain amount of progress, and 
when inclined to grow down-hearted because so 
much labor was necessary in order to accomplish 
very little, he repeated to himself again and again 
that when a fellow has more time on his hands than 
he knows what to do with, it can matter very little 
how long it takes him to perform a certain piece of 


work. 


~ 
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When the night came he had uncovered a couple 
of timbers down to where the planking of the vessel 
still held comparatively sound, and found that he 
was at the stern of the craft. 

“She run head on to the key,” he said as he 
stopped to rest before returning to his hut. “The 
crew must have been asleep to strike here, for the 
island shows plain enough.” 

If Ned had been more experienced in such mat- 
ters he wonld have understood that the vessel un- 
questionably came ashore many years before, when 
the coral island was much smaller, and the work of 
the minute creatures which have formed the fringe of 
keys or reefs around the Florida coast had gradually 
built under her, until now she was twenty or thirty 
feet from the water’s edge. 

Even to Ned’s inexperienced eyes the marks of 
great age could be seen; therefore he had no hope 
of finding anything amid the timbers which could 
serve him in the slightest degree, except in the way 
of materials for a hut. 

“T don’t fancy there’ll be much of any trouble in 
knockin’ the timbers apart,” he said as he went slowly 
toward the place he was beginning to call “ home.” 
“By to-morrow night I ought to have a couple of 
pieces loose, an’ I’ll set them up outside my shanty. 
I can build around it, an’ when the wooden house 
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is done it will only be necessary to pull the camp 
of leaves out.” 

A supper of fish seasoned with salt gave him a 
most appetizing meal,and when he lay down to 
sleep his eyes were soon closed in blissful uncon- 
sciousness because of the weariness of body. 

On the following morning but little time was 
spent in the preparation for breakfast, and he began 
once more the task of unearthing the wreck. 

Having simply been pushing the sand up, quite a 
high bank was formed, and it became necessary to 
level this before the work could be continued. 

By noon he found a prize in the shape of a short 
piece of plank, perfectly dry despite the length of 
time it had been covered by the sand, and an hour’s 
labor with his knife served to convert it into arude 
shovel, with which he could do twice as much as 
when the stakes were his only tools. 

The outside of several timbers were laid bare, 
and then, preparatory to wrenching them from 
their fastenings, he shoveled from the inside near 
the fragments of the stern-post. 

About half an hour before sunset the wooden 
scoop struck against a hard substance which he 
knew could not be the “skin” of the vessel, since 
it was much too high up from the keel. 

Merely from curiosity, and not with any idea 
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that he might be making a valuable discovery, Ned 
labored only to ascertain what was concealed be- 
neath the sand, and before the night had fully 
come, he was gazing in surprise at a small box coy- 
ered with rawhide and bound with iron. 

It was about ten inches long and eight high, so 
tiny that he anticipated no difficulty in raising it, 
but, to his astonishment, found it required the ex- 
ercise of all his strength to pull it from the bed of 
sand in which it had lain so long. 

“Td like to know what’s inside,” he said as he 
stood looking at the small but exceedingly heavy 
package. “There’s no hope of breaking it with 
one of the poles, for the rawhide would hold it to- 
gether, even if I should splinter the wood. I reckon 
it wouldn’t be a bad idea to burn one end off.” 

This last thought seemed to be a happy one, and 
the boy set about carrying the “find” to the hut. 

It required all his strength, and more than once 
was it necessary for him to rest, but he finally suc- 
ceeded, the last portion of the journey having been 
made after nightfall, and once at the place where 
the camp-fire was usually built, he forgot about 
supper. 

He was curious to see the contents of the odd 
box, and this desire was greater than his hunger. 

Building a glowing fire, he placed the case in such 
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a manner that only one end would be affected by 
the flames, and as the rawhide began to crackle and 
shrivel it suddenly occurred to him that the package 
might be filled with cartridges. — 

“Tf it is I reckon this is no place for me,” he said 
in something like alarm, moving off a short distance, 
and then recovered his composure as he added : 

“The danger can’t be great, no matter how much 
powder may be there, for the box must have 
been under water a long time, an’ I don’t allow fire 
could do it any harm.” 

Now he approached sufficiently near to heap the 
coals up as the wood began to smolder; but despite 
the amount of fuel expended, it was fully an hour 
before his purpose was accomplished. 

One end of the case was now so charred that he 
anticipated little difficulty in forcing it open with a 
stake from the roof of his hut, and the package 
was drawn back to a comfortable distance from the 
flames. 

A heavy blow with the largest piece of wood he 
could find, a dull, metallic sound, and Ned stood 
transfixed with surprise. 

From out the half-burned box poured a veritable 
stream of silver coins, more money than Ned had 
ever seen before in all his life. 

During several moments he remained silent and 
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motionless, gazing at the wonderful find as if fear. 
ing it might suddenly disappear should he take his 
eyes from it, and then he needed no further proof 
that it was real—not a phantom conjured up by a 
weak or disordered brain. 

There could be no question as to the fact that the 
pieces were silver, and mostly of the denomination 
of dollars from the Mexican mint. Although Ned 
had never had the pleasure of handling many such 
coins, he knew there was no deception about the 
contents of the box, and during a certain length of 
time he was literally beside himself with astonish- 
ment and joy. 

He had forgotten how he chanced to be on that 
lonely key, and heeded not the fact that it might 
be years before he would find an opportunity of 
reaching the mainland, or the chances of being 
unable to carry his treasure with him when, if ever, 
he did go. 

The only thing clear to his mind was that he, the 
pauper of whom it had been predicted that “some 
bad end surely awaited him,” was virtually rich. 

Without making any attempt to count the coins, 
he believed there was sufficient to satisfy his every 
want no matter how long he might live, and this 
crowded aside all other thoughts. 

Two hours later he, like every other person who 
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has unexpectedly come into possession of a fortune 
without being forced to toil for it, suddenly be- 
thought himself that he had been content with a 
single box. 

If one had been hidden there so long, why might 
there not be many more in the same place? 

A few moments previous he had been perfectly 
content with what he had and his own forlorn 
position. Now his greatest desire was to find more ; 
but yet he could not leave unguarded the precious 
metal. 

It is true that there was no one on the island to 
rob him ; but yet it did not seem safe to go away 
even for a single instant while it was thus exposed 
to view, and at once he set about making a hiding- 
place, first heaping high the fire with branches 
which he tore from the trees with a fictitious 
strength born of his excitement. 

Then—and this time he regarded not the fact 
that the sand would cut his fingers—he scooped 
away the loose soil with his hands until the founda- 
tion of coral was brought to view. 

On this, placing the coins in even piles, he stacked 
up the treasure until it covered a space of six or 
seven square inches, after which it was carefully 
covered with sand once more. 

Then came the thought that the box might be- 
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tray him in case any one should come suddenly, 
and he flung it on the fire, watching jealously until 
every portion had been consumed. 

The hiding-place of his wealth was trampled upon 
until even the most scrutinizing search would have 
failed to reveal the fact that the surface had been 
disturbed to any great depth, and then he started 
once more toward the location of the wreck, hardly 
giving heed to the fact that the key was shrouded 
in darkness. 

He was made sensible of this before trying to 
walk very far, however, for after having taken 
twenty steps he ran into a small tree, striking his 

nose such a blow that the blood flowed freely. 
This had the effect of restoring to him at least a 
portion of his scattered senses, and he made his way 
back to the fire, stanching the flow of blood with 
the sleeve of his coat. 

“Tt seems a good deal as if I'd been makin’ a big 
fool of myself,” he said with a nervous laugh, “ an’ 
I don’t know that it’s to be wondered at. When a 
feller who never owned a whole dollar in his life 
has em come tumblin’ in on him the way them did, 
he’s likely to get rattled. I needn’t be in such a 
hurry to get at the rest, in case there’s more to be 
found, for, ’cordin’ to the looks of things, I shall 
have plenty of chance to dig the old craft over two 
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or three times before anybody happens this way to 
help me off. Most likely Captain Bragg took good 
care to land me where vessels never come, for it 
would go hard with him if I should get back to tell 
my story when he was anywherearound. The best 
thing is to get some sleep now, an’ in the mornin’ 
[ll have a hunt for more dollars. I wonder what 
they’d say on board the brig if it was known I’d 
fallen into such a snap ?” 

Ned looked once more at the place where he 
buried his treasure to be certain he left no traces 
which might show what had been done, and then 
lay down beneath his shelter of leaves; but sleep 
did not come at his bidding as quickly as on the 
previous night. 

Then he had not a penny or the means of getting 
one, so faras he knew, and yet his rest was un- 
broken and refreshing. Now that he was com- 
paratively wealthy slumber refused to visit his eye- 
lids, and the sensation of perfect repose was denied 
him. 

As he lay there thinking over the good fortune 
which had come to him so unexpectedly, a pattering 
on the leaves above caused him to start up in alarm. 

Then he laughed heartily, for the noise was 
occasioned by the falling of rain. 

“Here I am playin’ the fool 
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grimly. “If it hadn’t been for that money I should 
never have thought of bein’ frightened just because 
“of such a little noise. But say, if it storms very 
hard I shall be likely to have a rough night of it in 
spite of all my silver!” 

The rain descended more rapidly, the wind 
moaned among the trees, and the sullen roar of the ~ 
surf came from the beach. 

“ The sand I shoveled out this afternoon will all 
be blown or washed back,” he muttered, “an’ I 
shall have to do the work over again; but I reckon 
it won’t be so hard now I know what it’s possible to 
find.” 

The storm came up rapidly. 

In less than ten minutes from the time the first 
drops of water fell, it seemed to Ned as if a perfect 
hurricane was raging. 

The fire was extinguished with many an angry 
hiss and splutter, and shortly after the illy secured 
roof of the shanty was blown away like a dry leaf, 
while the sides and end soon went to keep the other 
company. 

It was useless attempting to avoid the down-pour. 
In less than three minutes from the time his shelter 
was borne off on the wings of the storm, Ned was 
as wet as if he had been indulging in a bath with- 
out undressing, and the only thing he could hope to 
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do was to prevent his precious matches from getting 
wet. 

The salt had taken French leave with the first 
puff of wind, and to save his only materials for 
kindling a fire, Ned deprived himself of his coat, 
wrapping the garment around the small supply of 
“ fire sticks.” 

The bundle he carried under his arm, or, rather, 
held it there while he clung to a tree to prevent 
himself from being blown bodily into the sea. 

In this manner he passed the remainder of the 
night, and it seemed as if the morning would never 
come. 

He did not dare to leave the spot to which he had 
first fled for safety, although many times it seemed 
as if the tree would be uprooted, for the darkness 
was so intense that he could not have seen his own 
hands if held within a few inches of his eyes. 

But in the midst of all this discomfort, and even 
danger, he thought of the treasure continually, 
wondering if he would have much trouble in finding 
the place where the silver was buried after the rain 
had obliterated his landmarks. 

The morning broke gray and forbidding. 

The huge waves rolled up on the beach as if in- 
tent on submerging the tiny key, and breaking on 
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the shore with a force that caused the island to 
tremble under the blows. 

“There was no promise in the sky that the storm 
would soon subside, and Ned gazed in dismay at the 
ruin which had been wrought. 
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CHAPTER VI. 
THE ZOE. 


Axtnover Ned had not progressed very far in the 
way of building a habitation, it seemed to him as if 
the gale had swept away what little he could call 
his own. 

Not only was the hut demolished, but he had 
great difficulty in deciding where it had been locat- 
ed. The last vestige. of the fire was effaced, and 
with it was gone all accurate means of ascertaining 
the exact place where the silver was buried; but 
this did not trouble him particularly, because he 
_ knew it would not require any very lengthy search 
to find it again. 

In the grove more than half the trees had been 
leveled to the ground, and one glance was sufficient 
to show that ne would have quite a task before 
him in order to make his way through the tangle 
of boughs and foliage. 

All this he took in at one hasty glance, not troub- 
ling himself with regard to the details, for just at 
that moment his chief concern was as to what he 
should do for food and shelter during the day. 
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“T reckon it’s a case of holdin’ on here a while 
longer,” he said to himself, “ for if I once let go my 
hold it might be hard work to get back again, and, 
besides, it’s easier to keep the matches dry as ’m 
standin’ now. There don’t seem to be much of a 
show for gettin’ anything to eat yet awhile. Even 
if it was possible to build a fire I wouldn’t be able 
to catch any fish or find the clams, If I hadn’t 
made such a fool of myself over the silver I’d got 
supper last night, an’ shouldn’t be so hungry now.” 

Regrets were useless, however, as he soon real- 
ized, and all he could do was to cling to his tree 
and hope the strength of the wind might abate as 
the day grew older. 

In this last respect his wish was granted. 

By ten o’clock the force of the gale had sensibly 
abated, although even then the wind was blowing 
harder than Ned ever experienced it before. 

It was now possible to leave the shelter of his 
tree without incurring imminent danger, and he 
worked his way further among the fallen timber in 
the hope of finding some place where the matches 
could be left, for even the strain of holding them so 
tightly was beginning to tell upon him. 

There were plenty of opportunities to deposit. his 
precious package, but not with any certainty that 
it would be kept dry, for there was water every- 
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where, until it seemed certain the key must be sub- 
merged. 

He finally decided to leave the bundle under the 
trunks of two small trees which had been uprooted, 
and then crept out to where a full view of the sea 
might be had. 

An exclamation of fear and dismay burst from his 
lips as he stood where he could gaze out over the 
angry waters, for in full view, and not more than a 
mile away, was a small craft, tossed to and fro like 
an egg-shell, but being driven rapidly toward the 
key. 

It was some time before Ned could discern her 
rig, and then he discovered that she was a steamer, 
but a tiny one. Probably some pleasure yacht 
which had been driven to sea by the fury of the 
gale and was now unmanageable. 

She was almost on her beam-ends, and each time 
the gigantic waves lifted her on high Ned fancied 
he could see two forms lashed to the port rail, which 
was to windward. 

Every few seconds she would be carried down, 
down into the trough of the sea until it seemed as 
if the storm king was bent on sending her to the 
bottom, and when she rose again it was with that 
uncertain, sluggish movement which tells of the 
weight of water within the hold. 
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_ “Tf she strikes here those poor men are doomed,” 
Ned cried, much as if fancying some one could hear 
his words, “and there’s nothing I can do to help 
them! A fellow would be swept off his feet the 
instant he so much as touched the surf line!” 

That the yacht would strike the shore there could 
be no question. 

If it was possible to guide her into the little bay 
there might be some chance for those on board to 
save their lives, for there the surf was not quite so 
violent ; but the apparently doomed ones could not 
alter the course by so much as a hair’s-breadth. 

The beautiful craft was but a plaything for the 
waves, and as helpless as a wounded bird. 

Ned gazed at the terrible scene as if fascinated. 
For the first time since the discovery of the 
treasure did he forget that such a metal as silver 
had an existence. All his thoughts were centered 
on this evidence of the storm’s fury, which must 
apparently soon be blotted from view, and with it 
would go the lives of two human beings. 

Almost unconscious of what he did, Ned walked 
down toward the water line, until he was as far as 
it was safe to venture, and once there, fancied he 
saw one of the figures wave its hands as if implor- 
ing him to render some assistance. 

“T wish I could do it!” he shouted, as if thinking 
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the sufferers could hear him. “I haven’t got a 
boat, an’ even if I had, she couldn’t be launched in 
this surf !” 

He took no heed of time. 

He only knew that the yacht was coming broad- 
side on very rapidily ; but whether five minutes or 
five hours had elapsed from the moment he first 
saw her, it would have been impossible to say. 

When she was not more than a hundred yards 
from the shore the waves swung her around until 
he could see in gilt letters on her stern the name 
Zoe. 

Then she went down once more into the chasm 
of waters, and on rising again it was apparent that 
the end had come. 

Up, up, up until it seemed she was directly above 
his head did the wounded craft rise, and then, as if 
impelled by some terrible force from seaward, she 
shot landward, coming so near where Ned stood 
that he involuntarily leaped aside, fearing the hull 
might crush him. 

There was no very heavy crash as she struck, or 
if there was Ned failed to hear it. 

It seemed to him as if the waves had left her 


. gently on the sand and then ran back to gather 


fresh impetus before pounding her to pieces. 
During such a time as one might have counted 
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ten she was literally high and dry, and in that short 
interval Ned had sufficient presence of mind to 
shout : 

“Jump! Jump now while you’ve got the chance, 
an’ T’ll catch you!” 

One of the two obeyed, throwing himself, rather 
than leaping, from the deck, which was almost per- 
pendicular, and Ned rushed forward, seizing him by 
the coat just as the waves returned with an angry 
howl and roar. 

Instantly on touching the sand the sufferer stag- 
gered forward and fell on his face, where he lay like 
one dead; but Ned managed to drag him beyond 
the reach of the surf and turned his attention 
to the other. 

“When the water goes back you must jump!” he 
shrieked, and this command was emphasized by the 
violent rolling of the little craft as the sea nearly 
turned her over. “One more wave like that an’ 
it will be too late!” 

The words were understood, and two minutes 
afterward Ned was dragging the second body high 
up on the beach; but whether or no he had suc. 
ceeded in saving life it was impossible to say. 

Both the rescued ones lay on the sand as if dead, 
and Ned gazed at them helplessly, not knowing 
what should be done. 
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To his surprise, for until this moment he had not 
had any time to note details, he saw that both were 
boys about his own age, and even at this dreadful 
moment, when it was a question whether they were 
yet alive, he wondered how it was that two young 
fellows should be alone on a yacht’ like the one 
which promised speedily to become food for the 
waves. 

While he stood looking at them helplessly, the 
one who had first reached the shore opened his eyes, 
stared around in alarm, and then attempted to rise 
to his feet. 

He was too nearly exhausted to permit of such an 
exertion, and would have fallen backward had Ned 
not seized him by the coat collar again. 

“ Better lay still awhile,” he said soothingly, “ an’ 
you'll soon get your strength. There isn’t such a 
thing on the island as a house, or I’d try to get you 
under cover. As it is you’ll have to stay out of 
doors till something can be rigged up for a shelter.” 

“Tm all right; but where is Roy? Didn’t he get 
ashore ?” 

“Tf you mean the fellow who was with you, 
you’ve only got to turn around in order to see him. 
He don’t show up very lively yet awhile, but I 
guess he’ll come ’round all right after a time.” 

As a means of bringing the yet unconscious boy 
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to his senses, Ned shook him violently and per- 
_sistently until the sufferer opened his eyes in a 
languid sort of way. 

“ Are we safe, Vance?” he asked feebly. 

“Indeed we are, even if it did look so blue a few 
minutesago. The yacht was thrown directly up on 
the bank, almost above high-water mark, and all we 
had to do was to drop off.” 

The knowledge that he was safe when death had 
seemed positive served to revive the boy wonder- 
fully, and before five minutes had passed hoth the 
shipwrecked ones were staring at Ned as if asking 
how it was he happened to be there. 

“T s’pose you want to know if I live here?” he 
said cheerily, for the fact that he had companions 
was a wonderful relief in his loneliness ; but even as 
he spoke there came the thought that the arrival of 
these two might put an end to his treasure-seeking 
unless he should be willing to share with them. 

“How did you get here ?” the boy who had been 
called Vance asked. 

“T was set ashore from the brig Evening Star 
so’s Captain Bragg could wreck her; but it’s too 
long a story to tell now. Wait till things are a 
little more comfortable, an’ then I’ll give you the 
whole yarn. Where did you come from?” — 

“Key West.” 
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“Were you running the steamer alone ?” 

“We had three men with us,” Vance replied with 
ashudder, “ but all of them were washed overboard 
during the night. Id rather not talk about it just 
now. How do you feel, Roy ?” 

“ As if somebody had been beating me until every 
bone in my body is broken. What’s your name?” 
he added, turning to Ned. 

“Edward Rogers.” 

“ My name is Roy Harland, and this is my cousin, 
Vance Stewart. Have you been here long?” 

“Since the day before yesterday.” 

“Tsn’t there any place where we can get in out 
of the storm? It seems as if I should feel better if 
I could get dry once more.” 

“T built a shanty of leaves and poles, but the 
wind moved it for me last night in fine style. It 
took about ten seconds to get rid of the whole 
establishment.” 

By this time the boys thought of the yacht, to 
which no attention had been paid since Vance first 
recovered consciousness. 

She was laying on her beam ends with the waves 
pounding against the timbers with a force that 
threatened to convert the hull into kindlings, but 
Ned fancied the waters had receded somewhat since 
he first ventured down to the shore. 
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“T suppose she is bound to go to pieces,’ Roy 
said mournfully as he gazed at the little craft. 

“T’m not so certain about that,” Ned replied. 
“Tt strikes me the sea isn’t runnin’ quite as high 
as it was an hour ago, and if you'll notice, the 
water doesn’t come up as far as it did.” 

As he spoke he pointed to the line of foam and 
drift which had been left on the sand some time 
previous, and all three watched it several moments. 

“Tt’s certain the waves are not reaching that 
mark,” Vance said withasigh. “Perhaps the little 
craft won’t go to pieces after all.” 

“Tt ain’t likely you’ll ever see her afloat again.” 

“That may be; but if she holds together we 
shall have a good supply of provisions, and I don’t 
fancy you’ve got more than you need.” ; 

“My stock is yet to be caught. All I’ve had so 
far is fish, with a few clams that weren’t very good, 
an’ I couldn’t get breakfast this mornin’ because 
of the storm.” 

“The Zoe is well fitted out, and in addition to 
plenty of provisions, we shall be able to get from 
her canvas enough with which to make a tent.” 

“If that’s the case we’d better keep a mighty 
sharp lookout, soif she does go to pieces we can save 
some of the stuff,” Ned replied eagerly, for the idea 
of having a shelter which would be water-tight was 
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particularly pleasing to the boy who had had a 
short but rather unpleasant experience in a less 
substantial dwelling. 

Vance suggested that they go into the grove, 
where the party would be partially sheltered from 
the wind, but Ned refused to leave the beach. He 
insisted that it was in the highest degree important 
to be on hand in case the yacht went to pieces, and 
the others would not venture alone. 

Inch by inch the water receded until the wreck 
was in such a position that it would be possible to 
board her by wading a short distance, and Ned 
proposed that the work of salvage be begun at 
once. 

“T can send down a lot of stuff by going aboard 
an’ riggin’ a block on the flag-staff,” he said, but 
the others thought it best to wait until the storm 
had cleared away. 

By noon the rain ceased falling, and Ned built a 
fire after some difficulty, owing to the dampness of 
everything, including the matches, and then, as Roy 
and Vance began to feel the pangs of hunger, they 
agreed that it was time to get some of the stores 
ashore. 

Ned clambered aboard, the boys directing his 
movements, and if Vance had not interfered, he 
would have landed each article as it came to hand, 
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“There is no sense in doing that until we have 
something in the way of a tent to keep the stuff 
dry. There’s little danger of another storm right 
away, and we may as well do the thing properly.” 

“ Well, what do you want first ?” 

“Get enough out of the pantry for dinner, and 
after we’ve had something to eat we'll set at work 
on the tent. There are a lot of old sails in the fore- 
peak, and we shall have canvas in plenty.” 

Ned selected about three times as much provi- 
sions as the little party could eat at a single meal, 
for the yacht had everything on board to tempt 
one’s appetite, and the castaways made a hearty 
dinner of the choicest canned goods. 

Ned sent ashore cooking utensils in abundance, 
and Roy, who proved to be no mean cook, served 
up the different dishes in a manner far excelling 
anything in the culinary line Ned had ever seen. 

“ Now, this is what I call comfort,” the marooned 
boy said when he had rather more than satisfied his 
hunger, and the sun came out from behind the 
clouds, thus giving them an opportunity of drying 
their clothing. «“It wouldn’t be a bad idea to get a 
little sleep; I didn’t close my eyes once last night, 
except when the sand was alae so thick that it 
was necessary.” 

* Neither did we,” Roy replied, “and I'd like a 
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nap this minute, but I don’t think we can afford 
the time just now. We ought to get at least one 
tent up before dark.” 

Ned was by no means a lazy fellow, and thinking 
it incumbent to do the largest share of the work 
since his new acquaintances were supplying all the 
provisions and comforts of life, he leaped to his 
feet at once. 

Vance went aboard the wreck with him, and in 
less than an hour they had on shore the sails, tools 
with which to do the necessary labor, and an addi- 
tional supply of food. 

Bedding sufficient for the party was the last on 
the list, and after this had been procured the boys 
began the work of hut-building. 

His previous experience had taught Ned how es- 
sential it was to secure everything in such a man- 
ner that it could not be blown away, and the tent 
which was to be used as a sleeping apartment was 
erected in a workmanlike fashion. 

Two trees growing at the desired distance apart, 
near the spot where the silver was buried, served as 
the uprights for the ends of the camp, and to these 
a ridge-pole was lashed firmly. 

Across it was spread the largest sail, and the 
edges pegged down until one would have said a 
hurricane could hardly make any impression upon, 
it, 3 | 
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The ends might be closed with blankets, or sail 
cloth if mecessary, but owing to the warm climate 
it was not thought advisable to shut themselves out 
from a plentiful supply of fresh air untila storm 
should render it imperative. 

It was nearly nightfall when this work had been 
completed to the satisfaction of all hands, and then 
Vance went on the wreck once more for lanterns. 

“We may as well make things look as cheerful 
as possible,” he said, “and it’s a good deal more 
pleasant to have a light after the fire goes out than 
be in the darkness.” 

“If you say the word I'll get the stove from the 
cook’s quarters,’ Ned suggested. “It isn’t very 
large, an’ I could almost handle it alone.” 

“T think we’d better leave that until morning. 
It will take quite a while before we got it going, be- 
cause coal must be brought ashore, and Roy can 
get us up one more meal on your fire.” 

Ned was satisfied with any arrangement they 
might wish to make, buthe insisted on having a 
couple of pails for fresh water to prevent the ne- 
cessity of running to and fro from the spring so 
often, and these Vance brought with the lanterns. 

The amateur cook prepared as tempting a supper 
as he had the dinner, and when all had done it full 
justice the dishes were placed outside the tent to be 
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washed in the morning, for night had now fully 
come. 

Ned piled the fire high with wood, for since he 
had an ax the labor of preparing fuel did not seem 
very great to a boy like him, who had always been 
forced to perform such laborious tasks, and then he 
lay down on one of the yacht’s mattresses, feeling 
that he had every reason to be thankful for the 
change in his surroundings. 

“ Now tell us how you happen to be here,” Roy 
said. “We’ve got plenty oftime, for we don’t want to 
go to sleep immediately after supper, and when you 
haye finished Vance and I will explain how it is 
the yacht came ashore with only us two as a crew.” 
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CHAPTER VII. 
THE DISASTER. 


Nep not only told the story of his being ma- 
rooned, but gave a detailed account of his life from 
his first recollections to the present day, and when 
this rather long narrative was ended, Roy began ac- 
cording to agreement. 

“Vance’s father and mine live at Tampa, in 
Florida, during the winter, but they haven’t come 
down yet. We were allowed to start ahead of the 
two families because just at this time it is a ques- 
tion to be decided whether we attend school any 
longer or call our education finished and go into 
some kind of business. 

“The Zoe hails from Key West, but she has 
been chartered by Vance’s father for the season, 
and we had permission to cruise in her as far as 
Savannah, with her regular crew, of course, at 
which port we were to meet our parents and carry 
them around to Tampa. 

“We had on board day before yesterday a sailing 
master, an engineer and his assistant. Vance and 


WRECKED ON SPIDER ISLAND. QO” 


I acted as stewards. I don’t know where we were 
when the storm came up, but had heard the master 
say he should run close up the chain of keys. Of 
course you know the hurricane began in the night, 
and since Vance and I were both below, we had no 
idea of the nearest land. 

“JT was awakened by the pitching and tossing of 
the yacht, and as it made me feel rather sick I 
thought it would be wisest to remain where I was 
instead of venturing on deck, where there was little 
chance of seeing anything. 

“Tt was nearly daylight when Vance realized 
that something unusual was going on, and then he 
felt so nearly the same as I that it was a case of 
both remaining where we were until I thought I 
heard a scream from the deck. Twice it appeared 
as if some one was calling me by name from a dis- 
tance, although Vance declared I must be mistaken, 
and then I managed to get on deck to investigate. 

“ Even then it seemed as if the little craft was un- 
der water more than half the time, and while I stood 
in the companion-way wondering whether it was safe 
to attempt to go forward, a wave broke over the 
stern and literally drowned Vance out of his berth. 
He yelled for me not to make a fool of myself by 
keeping the door open at risk of swamping the 
steamer, but to come back, and just at that instant 
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I saw the engineer in the pilot-house waving his 
hand for me to join him. 

“From the expression of his face, and the fact 
that he was at the wheel instead of where he be- 
longed, I knew there was something wrong; but 
since it would have been worse than useless to have 
gone across the deck just then, and I’m inclined to 
believe the best-sailor in the world couldn’t have 
done it, I ran below, through the passage into the 
engine-room, and from there to the pilot-house. 

“You can fancy how startled I was at seeing no 
one attending to the machinery. Both Vance and 
I had been taking lessons in running the craft, and 
the engineer continually impressed on our mind the 
necessity of always keeping a strict watch on the 
engine. After learning that this portion of the 
yacht was ‘going it alone,’ I got to the wheel as 
soon as possible, and there found no one but the 
engineer. 

“ Without waiting for me to ask any questions he 
said that the master and his own assistant had been 
washed overboard and drowned half an hour ago. 
It seems the engineer had sent the young fellow ,to 
the wheel-house to carry some coffee which had 
been prepared on the boiler during the night, and 
the poor man slipped just as he opened the door 
leading from the deck to the wheel. A big wave 
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carried him over the side, but he clung to the rail, 
and the sailing master ran out to help him. 

“Just at that moment another wave swept the 
yacht fore and aft, carrying both the unfortu- 
nate men with it, and the engineer saw the whole 
thing without being able to aid them in the slight- 
est. The steamer, with no one at the helm, began 
to yaw, and would have been swamped then and 
there if he hadn’t run to the helm. From that 
moment until I appeared at the companion-way he 
had been shouting for us. The engine and the fires 
needed attention, but he couldn’t go below until 
some one relieved him from the steering. 

“T knew a little about such things, and since we 
were running on a course which it had been the 
sailing master’s intention to hold until noon, there 
was nothing to do but keep her by the compass. 
The engineer went below, and after what seemed 
like a very long time, Vance, worried because I had 
not come back, went into the engine-room. Ten 
minutes later he was with me, looking about as pale 
as any fellow you ever saw.” 

“JT couldn’t have been much whiter than you 
was,” Vance retorted. 

“T’m willing to admit that,” Roy replied, “for I 
was as frightened as I well could be, and the 
thought that two out of our crew of three were 
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dead. didn’t tend to make the situation seem any 
more cheerful.” 

“Could you have run the yacht to Savannah if 
she hadn’t got wrecked?” Ned asked. 

“We might, but only by pure chance, and then it 
would have been necessary to heave to at night. 
The engineer confessed that he couldn’t do it, so 
you can see that even then matters appeared to be 
about as bad as possible, though we soon had good 
proof they were not. For two hours more we 
staggered along as best we could, and it seemed to 
me that the yacht was completely under water 
half the time. Then the engineer came to tell us 
that Vance must come into the engine-room with 
him. Something had gone wrong and he needed 
assistance. 

“Vance went, and when they arrived there the 
engineer discovered that several of his tools were 
in the forepeak. He started after them. I saw 
him come on deck and tried to make him go back. 
At that moment the engine stopped suddenly; the 
yacht seemed to be filled with steam, and when it 
was possible to see anything more the engineer had 
disappeared, probably washed overboard as the 
others had been. 

“Of course it was useless to stand at the wheel 
while there was no steerage-way on, and Vance and 
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I had begun to discuss whether it would be possible 
for us to hoist one of the sails in order to keep her 
before the wind, when the final disaster came. 

“T can’t describe how it happened, but in an 
instant she was on her beam-ends, and every mov- 
able thing, including both the boats, was washed 
away. I didn’t feel so very bad when the tenders 
went, because they would have been of no service to 
us in that sea, even if we could have gotten them 
free from the davits, which I doubt. ~ 

“From that hour until you saw us we could do 
no more than cling to the rail waiting for the last 
moment to come, and many times did it seem cer- 
tain the wreck was going to the bottom. I gave up 
all hope when the engineer was washed overboard, 
and never saw aray of promise again, even when 
you shouted for us to jump.” 

“ Well,” Ned said reflectively after a brief pause, 
“now we’re here, what’s the chance of ever gettin’ 
away? The yacht might be floated, but the ques- 
tion is whether you could run her.” 

“TJ don’t know but that the machinery is injured 
so badly we couldn’t even turn the screw. Don’t 
you suppose some kind of a craft will come along 
this way pretty soon ?” 

“T’m afraid not,” Ned replied. “You see, Cap- 
tain Bragg most likely set me ashore in a place 
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where there wasn’t much chance anything like that 
would happen, otherwise I might have told my 
story before he had an opportunity to collect the 
insurance.” 

“That’s true,” Vance replied sleepily. “Tl 
venture to say, though, that we shall come out all 
right in a few days, even if it is necessary to take 
toaraft. So let’s go to sleep now. I feel as if I 
hadn’t closed my eyes for a week.” 

Roy was quite willing to act upon this suggestion, 
and in a very short time the two were sleeping 
soundly ; but Ned could not compose himself for 
slumber so readily. 

The question of the treasure troubled him con- 
siderably. 

If he should reveal the secret the boys would 
most likely claim their share, and although he now 
had very much more than he had ever expected to 
own, it was hard to part with a single piece. 

In case he did not tell them, how could he take it 
away ¢ 

If any craft came along and they had an oppor- 
tunity of leaving the key, he could not carry the 
treasure with him unknown to his companions, and 
would also be debarred from searching for more. 

“T shall have to let them into the snap,” he said, 
with a sigh. “It’s too bad, but I don’t see how it 
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ean be helped. In the morning I’ll show what I 
found, an’ we’ll begin work on the wreck.” 

With this resolve his mind was freed from the 
greater portion of the trouble which had weighed 
heavily upon it, and he fell asleep. 

. When the boys awakened on the following morn- 
ing the scene which met their gaze was really a 
cheerful one, save for the disabled steamer lying 
half-submerged on the shore. 

She alone told of disaster. 

The waves were shimmering like gold in the rays 
of the sun; the foliage was of the densest green, 
with the white tent at the edge of the grove like 
a jewel on a piece of rare enameling, and as a 
background the yellow sands, which sparkled like 
silver. 

Ned stood at the door of the tent drinking it all 
in until Vance, awakening, cried : 

“What is the matter? Do you see a craft?” 

“There’s nothin’ in sight. I was lookin’ around 
and thinkin’ that, accordin’ to the way things ap- 
pear this mornin’, it isn’t such a terrible thing to 
be either marooned or shipwrecked.” 

“Not after a fellow bas gotten safely ashore ; 
but as for going through the experience, I’ve had 
enough in mine. I don’t believe I shall ever again 
feel perfectly safe on the water, no matter how big 
a craft Pm in.” 
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The hum of conversation awakened Roy, and he 

heard the last remark. 

~* Nonsense!” he cried with a hearty laugh. “If 
we get off this island safely, it won’t be a week be- 
fore you'll be trying your luck in the first boat that 
comes at hand.” 

“ Wait and see.” 

“ That’s what I shall have todo. I reckon I’m 
booked for the most of the cooking, as I did on the 
Zoe, and I happen to fancy some fried fish. If you 
two fellows will get the stove on shore, I’ll try my 
luck with one of Ned’s lines.” 

Ned was eager to see what Roy could do in the 
culinary department when he had every convenience. 
He had proved himself such a success as a cook on 
the evening previous with nearly everything lacking 
that the breakfast should be a marvel, and he 
started on without waiting to hear what Vance had 
to say on the subject. 

Lying on her beam-ends as the little steamer was, 
the task of getting the stove ashore was not a diffi. 
cult one. 

The kitchen wagon the port side, and she had 
been flung upon the starboard rail, consequently 
they would not be impeded by the water. It was 
only necessary to pull the small range wp, and then 
let it slide down the almost perpendicular deck, 
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Roy had not brought his labors as a fisherman to 
a close when the stove was in position near one end 
of the tent, and Ned began making a swinging-cap 
to the pipe in order that it might not be necessary 
to move the entire apparatus whenever the wind 
shifted. 

Vance brought another supply of provisions on 
shore, and marked out a site for the cook-tent, say- 
ing as he did so: 

“The sooner we get a second camp up, the sooner 
we can begin to bring the stuff ashore from the 
steamer. I figure that we’ve got enough canvas to 
make another tent as big as the first, and it will 
give us ample room for all our supplies.” 

“ And we can’t get them on shore any too soon, 
according to my way of thinking,” Roy added as he 
finished cleaning the fish. “No one knows when 
another storm may spring up, and I don’t believe 
the poor old Zoe would stand a second such beating 
as she got yesterday. It may be we haven’t many 
days left in which to strip her.” 

“We'll begin as soon as breakfast is over. It 
won’t take more than two hours to put up the other 
tent, and by nightfall there should be enough here 
to last us a good many months, if we don’t get too 
extravagant and serve bacon with our fish,” he 
added laughingly as he saw what Roy was pre- 
paring to do, 
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“Tf you knew very much about cooking you 
’ wouldn’t grumble at anything like this. All first- 
class cooks, including myself, serve bacon with fish.” 

“ Not when they are cast away with nochance of 
replenishing their stores.” 

“T can’t say as to that until after making in- 
quiries, but I’ll let you know at the first convenient _ 
opportunity. Breakfast is ready, if the boarders 
will please arrange themselves on the ground in 
proper attitudes. 

“Tl start the thing,” Ned said as he seated him- 
self near the stove, “‘an’ after we’ve eaten our full 
T’ll show you fellows something that’ll make your 
eyes stick out more’n they ever did before.” 

“Something connected with the island?” Vance 
asked. 

6c Yes.” 

“ Then tell us now, or I shall spoil my breakfast 
trying to guess what it is.” 

“Tt would spoil your breakfast for a certainty if 
I should even hint at it, and this grub is too good 
to be wasted.” 

Neither Roy nor Vance fancied for a moment 
that their companion could have any very important 
secret, but they bantered him to reveal it until the 
last fish and slice of bacon had disappeared, when 
he said with an air of seriousness which surprised 
them ; 
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“Put the dishes away while I go aboard the 
steamer for a shovel, an’ when I come back you'll 
get the biggest kind of a surprise.” 

The boys understood from the tone in which Ned 
had spoken that he was not trying to make sport of 
them, and both watched him earnestly as he re- 
turned with the necessary tools for unearthing his 
treasure. 

“Now keep your eyes peeled,” he said as he 
began the work, “an’ tell me what you see.” 

Exclamations of surprise burst from the lips of 
the boys when the piles of silver were exposed to 
view, and Ned turned the pieces over much like a 
miser counting his hoard. 

“Ts this all yours?’ Vance cried as soon as he 
had recovered from his surprise sufficiently to be 
able to speak. 

“T reckon it is, seein’s how I’m the first one to 
find it.” 

“ Find it?’ the boys cried in concert. 

“That?’s what I said. It was in a box, but I 
didn’t have anything to open the cover with, so had 
to burn it off, an’ after that there was nothin’ left 
in which to put the money.” 

“How many dollars’ worth are there ?” 

“T haven’t had time to count them. I didn’t find 
the beauties until the night of the storm,” 
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“And was it on this island you discovered 
them ?” 
~“Of course. You don’t fancy Captain Bragg 
would send that much ashore with me, do you?” 

“Where did it come from ?” Roy cried, pale with 
excitement. 

“T’ll show you, an’ it seems as if we ought to be 
able to get more, for I didn’t hunt very much.” 

Ned led the way through the grove, his compan- 
ions urging him to greater speed, so eager were they 
to see the exact spot from which the treasure had 
been taken. 

“ There it is,” he finally said as he pointed to the 
blackened timbers which could be seen above the 
sand. 

“A pirate vessel !” Vance exclaimed. 

“I don’t think so,” Ned replied decidedly, al- 
though his ideas as to what a piratical craft might 
be like were very hazy. “It don’t seem as if they'd 
keep money boxed up the same as that was which 
I found. I was after the timbers to build a hut of, 
an’ dug the sand away with sticks, so you can 
fancy I didn’t have a chance to search over very 
much space.” 

The storm had obliterated all signs of his labor, 
but he remembered exactly which of the ancient 
timbers he had counted on first taking away, and 
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was thus able to point out the exact spot where the 
treasure had reposed so long. 

“Let’s overhaul the whole place, and see what 
we can find,” Vance cried excitedly, and would have 
started at full speed after a shovel but for Roy, 
' who caught him by the arm as he said impress- 
ively : 

“Wait a minute. There is plenty of time, and - 
we'd better talk this matter over. No one can say 
how long we may be obliged to stay here, and per- 
haps the hour will come when food seems more 
valuable than gold. If there is other treasure in 
this place it will stay, and that is what can’t be said 
for the yacht.” 

“ You think we’d better get the grub ashore be- 
fore foolin’ ’round here?’ Ned asked. 

“Yes, most decidedly. When we have taken 
from the yacht all which may be useful, we shall 
still have plenty of time to dig over this sand. Or, 
even if it happens that we are rescued very soon, 
our fathers will be willing to come here after hear- 
ing Ned’s story.” 

“Very well, let’s get to work at once, for I’m 
eager to see how many more of those dollars can 
be found,” Vance said with a laugh. “I don’t sup- 
pose they’ll do us any good while we’re prisoned 
here, but it must be mighty pleasant work digging 
them out.” 7 
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CHAPTER VIII. 
WRECKING. 


As nearly as could be ascertained after the boys 
were on board the wreck once more, she had not 
sustained any very serious damage so far as the hull 
was concerned. 

Ned lowered himself down over the port side by 
means of a rope, and reported that the timbers ap- 
peared to be intact. 

“T can’t see that a single plank has been started, 
an’ it wouldn’t be such a terrible job to get her 
afloat once more.” 

“T guess we won’t try anything of that kind yet 
awhile,” Roy replied with a laugh. “It’s positive 
that some accident happened to the machinery, and 
neither Vance nor I could repair it.” 

“T thought you said you had been learnin’ how 
to run her.” 

“So we did; but we weren’t so far advanced in 
the study as to be able to repair a broken engine.” 

“ Perhaps there isn’t so very much the trouble. 
I’ve seen boilers in Treat’s sawmill blow out a tube 
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or two, an’ it didn’t require any skill to repair that 
kind of damage.” 

“There must have been something more serious 
than that happen, otherwise she wouldn’t have 
stopped so suddenly,” Vance replied. “At all 
events, we needn’t talk yet awhile of trying to float 
her. We'll get the movable property ashore, and 
tackle your old hulk before doing anything more 
in the way of wrecking.” 

The boys had not anticipated having such a task 
as was really before them, until after working at it 
an hour. 

Very many of the fittings they were most eager 
to save belonged, or had fallen, on the starboard 
side, and in order to reach these it was necessary to 
dive, for the hull was filled with water to about 
half its breadth. 

When noon came they were glad of a breathing- 
spell. 

The tent had not yet been put up, and that labor 
was to be performed immediately after dinner. 

They had on the shore a large collection of goods, 
however, and Ned said as he surveyed the pile: 

“It won’t take us much more than a week to fin- 
ish the job in great shape.” 

“ Have we got to wait all that time before find- 
ing the dollars?” Vance grumbled, 
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“Tt isn’t certain we shall ever see any more, so 
there’s no use in worryin’ about what may not 
_ exist.” 
~~ That’s where you're right, Ned,” Roy cried. 
“Jt may be Vance will have a chance of learning 
that there are other things in this world more valu- 
able than money, although I hope he won’t get the 
lesson in quite so rough a manner as is possible.” 

“Tt isn’t so much the money as it is the pleasure 
of finding it that I’m after,” Vance replied laugh- 
ingly. “To hear you fellows talk any one would 
think I had suddenly turned miser.” 

“Then don’t be so impatient to dig,” Roy replied, 
and just then it was necessary for him to cease his 
part in the conversation because the soup he was 
making needed his immediate attention. 

Despite the fact that he appeared so eager to hunt 
for treasure, Vance was not willing to cut the 
“nooning” short by so much as a single minute, for 
the unusual exertion had tired him thoroughly, and 
he insisted that the party should rest not less than 
two hours. , 

“Tf, as you say, we are likely to be here a long 
while, there isn’t any very great need of hurrying, 
and I feel as if I’d been shoveling coal for a week.” 

The others were quite as willing as he to delay 
the labor during the heat of the day, and the result 


WRECKED ON SPIDER ISLAND. 113 


was that the task of wrecking was not resumed 
until nearly three o’clock, when the greater portion 
of the remaining time was spent in putting up the 
tent. 

It was necessary this work be done in a thorough 
manner, lest the next gale should level it to the 
ground, and each fastening was looked to carefully. 

When the task was finished the young wreckers 
had good reason to feel proud of their arrange- 
ments for “housekeeping.” 

The cook-tent was placed at right angles with the 
other, so that one end of the sleeping apartment 
would be partially screened from the wind, and both 
were lashed together in such a manner as to add to 
the solidity of each. 

* Tt will be a case of losing both or holding all,” 
Roy said in a tone of satisfaction as he surveyed the 
result of their labors. ‘“ Now when such provisions 
as have not been spoiled by the salt water are under 
cover, I shall feel as if we were in fair condition for 
a long stay here.” 

“ Don’t you suppose your fathers will search for 
you when the yacht fails to show up at Savannah ?” 
Ned asked. 

“ Of course ; but the chances they will ever find 
this little island seem to me mighty slim,” Roy re- 
plied. “It won’t pay to discuss the matter just 
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now, though, for all that stuff on the shore should 
be under cover by sunset. Come on; we shall have 
“to work mighty hard to finish before dark.” 

And the young wreckers soon learned that Roy 
was correct. 

The sun had been behind the sea fully an hour 
before the last package was sheltered from the 
weather and the labor of getting supper could be 
begun. 

It had been unnecessary to light the lanterns in 
order to finish the job. There was not a cloud in 
the sky, and the stars gave sufficient light to enable 
them to see their way to and fro from the beach to 
the tent. 

Both Ned and Vance assisted the cook in prepar- 
ing the evening meal, and what a delicious sense 
of comfort was theirs when, supper having been 
eaten, all three lay on the soft beds where they 
could look out over the ocean ! 

“For shipwrecked mariners I think we’re fixed 
mighty well,” Vance said dreamily.. “ We’ve got as 
good a shelter as could be asked for in this climate, 
plenty of water, provisions enough to last several 
months with economy, a supply of fish whenever 
we feel disposed for such food, and a bank on which 
to draw for what gold and silver we need to pay 
with.” 


WRECKED ON SPIDER ISLAND. 115 


“Don’t count too much on that, for your checks 
might not be honored,” Roy replied witha laugh. 
“Say, are we going to leave Ned’s treasure out of 
doors all the time?” 

“Certainly not. It must be hidden in the store- 
tent to-morrow. 

“ Why do you call it mine?” Ned asked. “I’m 
livin’ on the stuff brought by you fellows, an’ it’s 
only right we should divide the dollars as well.” 

“JT don’t think that would be fair,” Roy replied. 
“Tf we find any more it'll be the square thing to 
whack up even, but the pile near the fire belongs 
to you entirely.” 

“That’s so,” Vance added, and although Ned in- 
sisted he should divide it, his companious stated pos- 
itively that they would not take a single dollar. 

This decision afforded Ned no slight amount of 
satisfaction, for, even though he would not have en- 
vied them the possession of a full two-thirds, he 
felt very much relieved in mind when they refused 
to allow him to share the treasure with them. 

But little time was spent over the matter, how- 
ever. All hands were so sleepy that even in the 
midst of quite a heated argument one after another 
fell asleep untill the camp was in a state of com- 
plete repose. 

The sea, which had been so cruel to two of them 
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a few hours previous, now sang the softest lullaby, 
and the stars twinkled above them as if their faces 
had never been hidden by the angry storm clouds 
which sent the wind and rain to overwhelm travel- 
ers upon the ocean. 
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CHAPTER IX. 


GHASTLY VISITORS. 


On the next morning work was resumed upon 
the wreck, and, following Ned’s suggestion, the 
party made a proper division of time, during which 
certain tasks were to be performed. 

Seven o’clock was the hour set for Vance and 
Ned to begin whatever task might be the most im- 
portant ; but Roy would not join them for an hour 
later, in consideration of the fact that he, as cook, 
had been at work fully sixty minutes before the 
others. 

In order that dinner might be ready at a regular 
time, Roy was to cease all outside labor an hour be- 
fore noon, and remain in camp an hour later than 
his friends in order to set the “ house” to rights gener- 
ally. At night he would return from wherever the 
others might be toiling an hour sooner than either 
of his companions, and both were to assist in wash- 
ing the dishes used at supper. 

By this division of labor it was certain there 
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could be no complaint that one was doing more 
than another, and regularity of movements would 
be insured. 

The work of wrecking was continued in a more 
workmanlike fashion, thanks also to Ned. 

He rigged a tackle to one of the short masts, and 
by’such means the goods could be hoisted out of the 
hold with a great deal less exertion than was neces- 
sary in pushing and pulling by hand. 

This contrivance was particularly useful when 
they wished to send ashore a portion of the coal to 
be used in the range, and, thanks to it, very much 
more could be accomplished in a given time with 
less labor than by the former haphazard fashion of 
working. | 

Roy’s proposition was to dismantle the yacht en- 
tirely, saving everything possible, even to the ma- 
chinery, and Ned raised no objections, for all this 
would be necessary in order to carry into execution 
a plan he had already formed. 

It was his intention to float. the little craft if pos- 
sible. 

While engaged in wrecking he examined thor- 
oughly every portion of the hull, and became con- 
vinced that she was as sound as ever, unless, by 
chance, some of the starboard timbers, which it was 
impossible to see because of her being heeled over 
on that side, had been stove. 
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Without saying anything regarding this matter 
to his companions, he was mentally calculating how 
the task might best be performed with the limited 
appliances at their disposal, and this problem occu- 
pied his mind even to the exclusion of the supposed 
treasure. 

It must not be fancied, however, that because 
Ned put from him all thought of the wealth which 
might yet be gained from the hulk, the subject was 
dropped entirely. 

Vance talked of little save what they would do 
when the work of treasure-hunting was begun, and 
Roy was quite willing to join in such conversation. 

When the second day of wrecking had come to 
an end and while the cook was yet busy over the 
range with a certain mysterious compound which 
Vance declared would be either a stew or a roast as 
jt chanced to turn in the process of cooking, Ned 
proposed that his store of silver be taken better 
care of than by allowing it to remain under the 
sand, where there might be some trouble in finding 
it quickly should such a necessity happen to arise. 

Vance was all the more willing to assist in the 
work because he had a most intense desire to learn 
how many dollars there were in the pile, and the 
two set about the task, having first converted three 
pillow-cases into bags. 
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Counting the money proved to be a long job. 

When Roy insisted that his companions postpone 
the work until after supper lest the “compound” 
should by spoiled by getting cold, they had set out 
only seventeen piles, in each of which was $100, 
and the main portion of the coins seemed nearly 
as large as ever. 

“There is more than twice that amount in the 
lot,” Vance said as with a sigh of regret he ceased 
his very pleasing occupation of handling the money 
long enough to eat, “and it was a lucky day for 
you when the captain of the Evening Star decided 
to scuttle her.” 

“Tt seems so,” Ned said just a trifle doubtfully ; 
“but both the money and I are here on akey which 
doesn’t appear to be in the track of sailing vessels, 
and it is a very serious question whether the silver 
will do us much good.” 

“We're bound to get away some time, “ Vance 
replied in a positive tone. “ We must be some- 
where off the coast of Florida, and I don’t believe 
we can stay such a very long while without being 
discovered.” 

“What do you call a long while?’ Ned asked. 

“Two or three months.” 

“Suppose a year should roll around, and we were 
still in this place ?” 
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“Before then I should advocate trusting our- 
selves to a raft.” 

“Built out of what ?” 

“There is plenty of stuff. We could cut down 
trees enough to make a famous craft, with what 
might be taken from the yacht.” 

“ But you forget that she is likely to go to pieces 
in the next gale.” 

“Stop discussing the future possibilities,’ Roy 
cried impatiently. ‘There will be time for that 
after all the work has been done, and just now I 
want you to find out whether I’ve got a roast or a 
stew. It isn’t such a great while ago since Vance 
was worrying terribly about it, and now the stuff is 
getting cold.” 

Ned was perfectly willing to sample Roy’s cook- 
ery, but he did not intend that the subject which 
he had brought up should be dropped without a 
thorough discussion. 

He was most eager to interest his companions in 
the task of saving the little steamer, and mentally 
resolved to broach the matter again at the first 
convenient opportunity. 

There was no mistaking the savory dish Roy set 
before them for anything but stew, even though it 
had been made of canned meat, and the tired boys 
ate until even the counting of silver seemed very 
much like a hardship. 
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A short siesta seemed absolutely necessary after 
such a hearty meal, and not until an hour had 
passed was the work of stowing away the treasure 
resumed. 

Then all three assisted in the counting, and when 
the task had been completed they knew Ned’s find 
amounted to exactly twenty-eight hundred Mexican 
dollars. 

“The pile looked as if it was much larger,” 
Vance said in a tone of disappointment as the last 
piece was placed in one of the pillow-case bags. 

“Considering the fact that it was got without 
very much labor, I don’t think there is any reason 
to kick,” Roy replied with a laugh. “To hear you 
one would fancy you thought you were an injured 
individual because the money wasn’t counted, placed 
in bags bearing your monogram, and tagged in 
proper shape.” 

“No, that’s where you’re wrong,” Vance said 
gravely. “Tm willing to do the counting and 
stowing away, but I don’t like to make such a mis- 
take. I figured that there couldn’t be less than 
$6,000 in the lot.” 

“Well, now that you have been undeceived, 
what do you propose to do about it?” 

“Turn in as soon as we hide this stuff some- 
where,” 
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The question of where the money should be con- 
cealed was not easily settled. 

Ned proposed that it be stored with the goods in 
the cook-tent, but neither Vance nor Roy would 
agree to anything of the kind. 

Although there was not a living being on the 
island except themselves, it did not seem safe to 
leave so much wealth lying around loose, and Vance 
actually appeared afraid some portion of it might 
be spirited away. 

He suggested that the bags be placed under the 
mattresses, and this plan was tried, but only to be 
rejected, for although it is pleasant to have a great 
many dollars, it is not comfortable to lie on them, 
and the possession of the treasure promised to 
deprive the boys of no little amount of sleep. 

It was nearly ten o’clock when the matter was 
finally settled by depositing the silver in a tool 
chest which had been brought ashore from the 
yacht, and then the castaways were able to gain the 
necessary rest. 

Two more days were spent in wrecking, and by 
the end of that time everything worth saving, ex- 
cept the machinery, had been brought ashore. 

The store-tent was well filled, and it was so diffi- 
cult to find any particular article which might be 
needed that Roy insisted one day should be.devoted 
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to repacking the goods in such a manner that they 
could find what might chance to be needed without 
being forced to overhaul the entire stock. 

Thus another day went by without their search- 
ing for more treasure or making any progress 
toward regaining the mainland. 

During all this time a strict watch had been kept, 
as a matter of course, in the hope of sighting a sail, 
but nothing larger than a sea-gull’s wing had come 
within their range of vision. 

They were beginning to realize that it might be 
weeks, perhaps months, before they would succeed 
in leaving the key. 

It was on the morning after the store-tent had 
been put in proper shape that Roy, who in his 
capacity of cook was forced to rise earlier than the 
others, electrified his companions by shouting as he 
went outside the camp to build the fire: 

“ Here’s a boat heading this way, fellows !” 

It can readily be fancied how quickly the boys 
leaped to their feet at the summons, and running 
with all speed to where Roy was standing, they saw 
the object to which he referred. 

There certainly was something on the sea a long 
distance from the key, but whether it was actually 
a boat or not neither was able to say with any de- 
gree of certainty, 
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“T believe I can see her bow as she rises on the 
swell!” Roy cried after they had stood gazing in 
silence several moments upon the floating object. 

“That can’t be, unless she is empty, for if so 
much could be distinguished, we should see the oars 
as they were raised or lowered.” 

“ Perhaps those on board are asleep.” 

“That isn’t very possible, if they are shipwrecked 
sailors, as seems likely.” 

“Why couldn’t they be pleasure seekers ?’ Vance 
asked. 

“Because it isn’t probable they’d fool around 
here in such a craft as that appears to be. There 
isn’t so much as a mast to be seen, and if anybody 
was coming here for fun they wouldn’t depend on 
oars all the time, when the wind would send them 
along very much faster.” 

There could be no question but that Ned’s argu- 
ment was a good one, and the boys watched eagerly 
for some signs of life. 

An hour passed, and neither had thought it might 
be well to economize the time by getting breakfast. 

Now the floating object could be seen quite dis- 
tinctly, for both the current and the light breeze 
was setting it directly toward the key. 

There was no longer any question as to what it 
was. 
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They could distinguish the bow and stern as the 
little craft was raised on the gentle swell, and Ned 
finally said : ; 

“She’s a boat about the size of the three I saw on 
board the Evening Star, and most likely has gone 
adrift from some vessel. If there was anybody on 
her we should have seen them before this.” 

“Tt’ll be a mighty lucky thing for us if she comes 
ashore here, for we shall be able to leave this place 
as soon as we have dug up the rest of your silver,” 
Vance suggested. 

Singularly enough, the others had not thought of 
this, and it seemed as if fortune was favoring them 
wonderfully. 

“Tt won’t be much of a job to rig up a spar and 
make a sail out of our canvas,” Roy said, and Ned 
began to regret her coming, for with such a means 
of departing from the island he feared his com- 
panions would not be willing to assist in saving the 
Zoe. 

“We might as well have breakfast,” Vance sug- 
gested. “It will be at least two hours more before 
she comes ashore, and there’s no reason why we 
should stand here like statues.” 

This remark reminded Roy of his duties, and he 
went at once to the range, where he was soon en- 
gaged in preparing the morning meal, stopping 
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every few moments to look at the on-coming 
boat. 

When breakfast had been cooked and eaten the 
craft was within half a mile of the shore, and no 
one believed she had an occupant, because as yet 
not a sign of life had been seen. 

Ned was the first to note the fact that she was 
hardly in as perfect a condition as had been fancied. 

‘‘Look at her port rail when she comes up on 
the waves once more!” he cried. ‘TI believe it has 
been stove.” 

“Tt certainly appears like that,” Roy replied after 
a careful scrutiny, and as she drifted nearer it was 
soon ascertained that she was hardly more than a 
wreck. 

Such a sea as might have been kicked up by an 
ordinary breeze would have swamped her at once, 
and Roy fancied he had solved the question as 
to how she chanced to be drifting around in that 
vicinity. 

“There has been a collision at sea not far away, 
and this craft was torn out of the davits. Accord- 
ing tomy way of thinking, there must have been 
a couple of vessels near here last night.” 

“Tt’s precious little good that would have done us 
if they kept out of sight or passed the key while we 
were asleep,” Vance grumbled. “ Perhaps we ought 
to stand watch during the night.” 
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“That wouldn’t effect very much, for we shouldn’t 
be able to see any great distance, and I don’t sup- 
pose an ordinary craft’s lights make much of a show 
half a mile away.” 

“Jt isn’t likely we’d— Look there!” Ned cried 
excitedly, interrupting himself as the boat was 
swung around by the swell just as she was sliding 
down from the crest of a wave and the interior was 
momentarily exposed to view. 

Both Vance and Roy had seen the same thing 
which had attracted Ned’s attention so suddenly, 
and they were very pale. 

“What did you make out?” the former asked, as 
if distrusting his own eyes. 

“ A dead man,” Ned replied solemnly. — 

That is what I thought I saw,” Roy added. 

During several moments neither of the party 
spoke. 

It seemed like an ill omen to have this craft with 
its freight of death borne by an unseen force 
directly to the place where they had been cast 
by the wickedness of man and the fury of the 
elements. 

The boat with her ghastly crew was coming 
straight for them as if steered by the lifeless man, 
and no course could have been more true had she 
been fully manned. 
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“Tt’s either some sailor who has lost his vessel 
at sea and been drifting around until he starved to 
death, or one who was in this boat when the col- | 
lision e 

“There are two of them!” Vance cried as the 
little craft rolled shoreward once more. 

“Perhaps they ain’t dead!” Ned exclaimed, and 
the possibility that these apparent corpses might be 
sufferers to whom life could be restored took from 
the scene much which had appeared uncanny. 

The boys advanced to the very edge of the surf, 
ready to pull the craft ashore as soon as she should 
strike the sand, and ten minutes later she was so 
near that everything on board could be distinctly 
seen. 

There was no longer any hope the occupants were 





alive. 

Neither was it any question as to how they had 
died. 

The interior of the little craft was covered 
with blood, and several ghastly slashes across the 
face of one told that it had been a duel to the 
death. 

It was left for Ned to add the crowning horror 
to this terrible tragedy. 

“Tt’s Captain Bragg and his mate, Mr. Stont!” he 
cried, and then covered his face with his hands as ff 
unable longer to look upon the horrible scene. 
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The boys could readily picture all that had taken 
place on the boat. 

The Evening Star had probably been scuttled as 
agreed upon between the two officers, who had 
most likely left the sinking brig in a boat by them- 
selves. 

Then a quarrel had arisen, perhaps in regard to 
the division of the spoils, and, armed with knives if 
nothing more, the duel had been fought. 

To the affrighted three on the beach it seemed 
as if they could see the hideous tragedy as the 
men, frantic with passion, faced each other in that 
frail craft. 

How she must have tossed to and fro beneath 
their heavy tread! How many waves had been 
shipped while they were locked in the last wild 
clutch, and what must have been the thoughts of the 
dying survivor as he sat in front of his lifeless 
adversary, knowing he would soon join him on the 
last voyage, which would end only when they were 
brought before the all-seeing Judge to answer not 
only for this, but all the crimes they had ever com- 
mitted ! 

“J would be willing to stay on this key a mighty 
long while rather than leave in that craft,” Vance 
said with a shudder, and neither he nor his com- 
panions thought any longer that a way of escape 
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had been opened to them by the coming of the 
boat. 

It was destined, however, that there should be 
no possibility of their ever putting to sea in the 
craft which had brought such a cargo of crime’s 
evidences. 

Within twenty yards of where they were stand- 
ing a fringe of coral rose nearly to the surface of 
the water, and when the boat was almost over this 
a short wave lifted her on high. Then, receding, 
it allowed the half-wrecked craft to drop directly 
upon the knife-like coral. 

The timbers were divided as if with a saw, and 
the dead bodies of the murderers flung out inside 
the small reef, where the action of the water caused 
them to advance and retreat as if swimming in 
sport. 

The boys would have thought it possible the men 
were yet alive, owing to these grotesque movements, 
but for the fact that they had been watching them 
so long, and after one quick, frightened glance at 
the hideous corpses, the castaways, with a common 
impulse, ran to the tent to shut out from view the 
horrible scene. 
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CHAPTER X. 
TREASURE-SEEKING. 


Nor until they were in the tent cowering among 
the bedclothes as if fearing they might have been 
pursued by specters did either of the party realize 
how foolishly he was acting. 

Ned was the first to rise to his feet and step out- 
side the camp. 

“See here, fellows,” he said after gazing toward 
the place where such a terrible sight had been seen, 
and noted the fact that the fragments of the boat 
were drifting past the island, “we mustn’t allow 
ourselves to be such fools. It was the swirl of the 
water that made those bodies swim around in that 
fashion.” 

“Of course it was; but how horrible they looked !” 
Roy replied. 

“That’s a fact; but we’ve got to brace up and 
get them out of the way. Most likely they'll stay 
inside the reef until a storm throws them ashore, 
unless we do something.” 

“ What do you mean ?” 
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“We are bound to bury them.” 

“T wouldn’t go within fifty yards of where they 
are,” Vance said tremblingly. “It seemed as if 
they were trying to catch us.” 

“ Now you are talking nonsense. We have got 
to stay here, that’s certain, and it won’t do to have 
a place that we’re afraid of. It would be mighty 
disagreeable to see those corpses every time we 
were forced to pass there, and our only course is to 
get them under the sand as soon as possible. It 
won’t be so bad if we do the work now as if we 
waited and imagined all sorts of horrible things.” 

“Ned is right,’ Roy said as he stepped to the 
door of the tent, trying unsuccessfully to appear 
brave. “It will be a disagreeable job, and there- 
fore should be finished at once.” 

“ And we’ve got to have their graves where we 
must look at them every day? It is horrible !” and 
again Vance covered his face to shut out the pic 
tures conjured up by imagination. 

“ We'll drag them to the other side of the island 
where I was landed, if that will make the matter 
any better,” Ned replied. “It’ll be a long, hard 
job, but ’way ahead of feeling that we could never 
go near the spot again, for now they are in plain 
sight from where the yacht lies.” 

“ How will you haul them across ?” Roy asked. 
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“Pull them on toa piece of canvas; roll it up 
and.tie it securely, leaving an end to which a drag- 
“rope can be fastened. It will take the greater 
portion of the day, and we'd better get about it at 
once.” 

Roy forced himself to put from his mind all that 
was hideous in the matter and treat it as a neces- 
sary, though disagreeable, task which must be ac- 
complished. 

He and Ned selected from their stores one of the 
steamer’s jibs, cut it into such sized pieces as was 
thought sufficiently large for the purpose, and 
marched resolutely out to the spot where the boat 
had been shattered. 

Vance was ashamed to remain idle while they 
were working and after a brief delay joined them. 

It devolved upon Ned to secure the bodies, which 
he did by wading into the surf and passing a noose 
under and around them. 

Then he also was forced to roll them in the 
canvas shrouds; but after this had been done, and 
the ghastly freight presented the appearance of 
merchandise rather than human forms, Vance was 
ready to assist in the task of dragging them across 
the island. 

“We shall need a couple of shovels,’ Ned said 
when everything was in readiness for the journey. 
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“Vance shall carry them, and he can spell one of 
us when we're tired.” 

This was a division of labor at which no one 
could complain, and the fatiguing journey was 
begun, the heavy weight causing the most severe 
labor necessary in order to pull them through the 
sand. 

It was a great undertaking to convey the bodies 
so far, but all three of the boys believed they were 
fully warranted in such an expenditure of strength 
and energy, because of the relief of mind which 
would be theirs when the corpses were so far from 
the camp that even the burial-place could not be 
seen. 

It was considerably past noon when they arrived 
at the opposite shore, and then it was necessary to 
dig the grave. 

Owing to the fact that the deposit of sand on the 
coral foundation of the island was shallow, this was 
not a long nor a difficult task, and the boys felt a 
decided sense of relief when the canvas shrouds 
were hidden from view. . 

Both murderers, and both murdered, they shared 
acommon grave where their bones might at any 
time be disturbed by the action of the waves, and 
there was little doubt but that during the next 
severe storm the bodies would be disinterred, 
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There was nothing the boys eould do to prevent 
this unless they had been willing to bury them in 
the center of the island overlooking their camp, 

“which would be in the highest degree disagreeable. 

The spot selected was where Ned had been 
landed, and there was a certain poetic justice in 
thus leaving the two where they had left the boy 
who had been so unfortunate as to have heard their 
guilty secret. 

“Tt’s lucky for me they concluded that I must be 
marooned,” Ned said as they retraced their steps 
over the hot, shimmering sand. “If they hadn’t 
done that most likely ?d been taken in the boat 
with them to prevent my telling the men what I’d 
heard, an’ in that case where would I be now ?” 

“ Overboard, I reckon,” Roy replied in a tone of 
awe. “It must have been a terrible fight before 
the first man died, and you would have been forced 
over the side while they were leaping around trying 
to kill each other. Spider Key has used you mighty 
well, according to my way of thinking.” 

“That’s a fact, and I’m expecting to have yet 
better luck here. When we get back to camp I’m 
goin’ to open up a scheme to you fellows, an’ I hope 
you'll see things in the same light I do.” 

“ What’s in the wind now 2” 


“Tl tell you when we get. back. The day is so 
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nearly spent that it won’t pay to begin work until 
morning, an’ we shall have plenty of time to talk.” 

The others were obliged to curb their curiosity as 
best they could, for Ned absolutely refused to 
gratify it until they were where a conversation 
could be carried on in a comfortable manner. 

After the disagreeable work and the general ex- 
citement and horrors of the morning, none of the 
party felt particularly hungry, therefore Roy served 
a cold lunch for dinner, promising a more hearty 
meal at night. 

“Tt’s so late now.that if I tried to do very much 
cooking it would be sunset before the job was fin- 
ished,” he explained. 

“ This is good enough for me,” Ned replied as he 
helped himself to some sea biscuit and a generous 
slice of cheese. 

“Then while you are eating suppose you give us 
a glimpse of that famous scheme. It is better to 
talk about almost anything rather than sit here 
thinking of what we have just seen,” and Vance 
moved nearer, as if the closest possible companion- 
ship was necessary in order to drive away the 
memories of the morning. 

“Tt isn’t so very much that ve got to say, but 
it counts for a good deal in my mind. To begin 
with, we want to get away f 
can,” 
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“That goes without saying, and especially now,” 
Roy replied with a nervous laugh. 

“ And it may be a year before any craft comes 
this way.” 

“I’m not prepared to admit quite as much as 
that, for a vessel of some kind must happen around 
before so much time elapses.” 

“ Well, we would get tired in considerably less 
than six months. While there is plenty to be done 
a fellow don’t have a chance to get lonesome; but 
how about when there’s nothin’ to do but walk 
around thinkin’ of where we’d like to be?” 

“Of course we shall be lonesome then,” Vance 
replied impatiently. “I wish we were certain of 
getting away as soon as we’d overhauled the hulk, 
for in the course of a week our folks will under- 
stand that something has happened to us, and it’ll 
be terrible to know they are feeling bad when we 
are all right.” ; 

“Then instead of waitin’ for a craft to come, 
which may never happen, why not do all we can to- 
ward rescuing ourselves ?” 

“ How can we accomplish more than we are now 
doing ?” 

“ By launching the yacht.” 

“You're crazy,” Vance replied impatiently. 

“We never could do it, no matter how hard we 
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might try,” Roy added, as if the idea was so pre- 
posterous that it was worse than useless to dis- 
cuss it. 

“You are both wrong,” Ned said quietly. “The 
job can be done if we set about it in a proper man- 
ner, and if you'll agree to work with me three days, 
Pll show you it isn’t so much of an undertaking as 
you seem to think.” 

“ Why, we couldn’t put her on an even keel, let 
alone get her off the bank.” 

“Tl have her swung around in forty-eight hours 
and ready for launching two days after that,” Ned 
said doggedly. 

“ How would you go to work?” 

“Tn the first place ’d carry both anchors as far 
as the cables would run, make them fast to the 
capstan, and, aided by the tide, haul in until she 
was pulled up on her keel.” 

“ Should you swim out with the anchors?” Vance 
asked with just a tinge of sarcasm perceptible in his 
tones. 

“ How long would it take to build a raft?” 

“Tf you were going to do that it would be best 
to make one large enough to carry us to the main- 
land.” 

“We haven’t the materials for that. A small 
one would answer our purpose in floating her, and 
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I can rig up such a craft alone. Say, suppose you 

two dig forthe treasure and leave me to get ready ? 

_ I won’t ask you to help me more than an hour the 

first day, and then when I call on you for regular 
work you may decide whether my plan can be car- 
ried out.” 

Ned was so deeply in earnest his companions 
could not but be impressed, and Vance, realizing 
that by agreeing to this proposition he would be 
able to get at the treasure-seeking just-so much the 
sooner, replied : 

“Tm willing if Roy is.” 

“ And I shouldn’t be surprised if Ned was correct 
in what he says,” the cook added thoughtfully. “A 
few men have moved a large ship before now, and 
I don’t see why, with so much in the way of 
material for working, the Zoe could not be gotten 
into deep water.” 

“She can!” Ned exclaimed, rendered even more 
excited than before by his partial success in con- 
vincing his companions. “What will be the dif- 
ference between floating her and finding silver 
dollars? She is worth three such lots of coin as I 
dug up, and even if there is more treasure in the 
hulk, the chances are that there isn’t as much as 
would pay for her.” 

“She cost $8,000,” Roy replied, 
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“Think of it! We know how to earn that much 
money, or save it, which amounts to the same 
thing, and yet are not willing to make one trial. 
She isn’t hurt any to speak of, and even if half a 
dozen timbers have been shattered, it wouldn’t cost 
a great deal to replace them.” 

“But we shall probably be unable to work the 
engine in case you get her off the bank.” 

“Well, what of that? Ifa vessel comes along, 
we can have her towed into port. She will lay in 
the little bay as snug as a bug ina rug if we moor 
her properly, but is bound to go to pieces in case 
the next heavy gale finds her where the surf can 
beat directly upon her bottom.” 

It was impossible not to be convinced by the 
arguments which Ned brought forward, and the 
boys began to consider seriously the idea of escap- 

-ing from the key by means of the yacht. He 
seemed to be so positive it could be accomplished 
that they fancied it was a very much more simple 
matter than had at first been supposed. 

Vance insisted, however, that the proposition 
should stand as first made. 

“You get things in order for floating the yacht, 
and Roy and I will see what there is under the sand 
which covers the old hulk. We can come up to help 
you at any time, and when you are ready for the 
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more serious part of the business we shall have 
finished our job.” 

_ Asa matter of fact Ned. would have preferred 
that they work together, since the task could be ac- 
complished in so much less time when there were 
hands enough to carry everything forward at the 
same moment; but he could not well object after 
having been the one to propose it, and thought he 
had succeeded very well in effecting this much. 

There was no intention of beginning any new 
labor now that the night was so near at hand. 

All were both tired and depressed because of the 
scenes through which they had passed, and they re- 
mained in the tent discussing Ned’s plan until it was 
time to prepare another meal. 

After this had been eaten Ned and Vance were 
eager to retire, the former that he might be ready 
to begin work on the yacht at an early hour, and. 
the latter in order to commence the search for 
treasure at the earliest possible moment. 

Both were awake before the sun showed his face 
above the waters, and Roy was surprised by the 
offers of assistance he received. 

When breakfast had been finished Ned went on 
board the wreck to map out his work, but Vance 
was forced to wait until the cook had finished his 
regular morning tasks, for the two were to overhaul 
the old hulk in company. 
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Ned had no fears as to the result of his labors, 
providing nothing occurred to prevent him from 
doing as he wished, and as the anchor-laying was 
the most important, he began that at once by build- 
ing a raft. 

Had the others been with him this task would 
have been comparatively a light one, but forced to 
work at a disadvantage because alone, he had hardly 
got the first layer of timbers secured in place, when 
a series of wildest yells from the vicinity of the hulk 
attracted his attention. 

“Tf I thought they’d found another box I 
wouldn’t stir a step from this place,” he said to 
himself ; “ but it may be they are in trouble of some 
kind, and I s’pose I must find out.” 

Making fast his timbers that they might not float 
away and thus necessitate the additional labor of 
preparing more, Ned started at full speed through 
the grove, and on arriving at the opposite side saw 
Vance and Roy dancing wildly around an excava- 
tion in the sand, alternately calling him by name 
and yelling after the fashion of a Comanche Indian. 

“They’ve dug out more money!” Ned cried, and 
for the time being the raft and the yacht were for- 
gotten, for he could be as enthusiastic over treasure- 
finding as either of the others. 

“ What have you got ?” he cried, dashing forward 
at a swift pace. ~ 
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“Come and see!” Vance shouted. ‘“ Hurrah for 
Spider Key! Hurrah for ourselves! Hurrah for 
the pirates’ treasure !” 

“~There was certainly sufficient to cause excite- 
ment. 

When he arrived at the scene of their labors it 
was only necessary for Ned to peer over the huge 
wall of sand which had been thrown up, in order to 
see four boxes lying side by side, exactly like the 
one he had previously found. 

It was evident they had been stored in the very 
stern of the craft, probably under the cabin floor, 
as was customary when sailing vessels carried much 
treasure, and who could say how many years the 
wealth had been lying on the shore of Spider Key, 
awaiting the chance which should lead to its dis 
covery ¢ 

“That’s the same sort I found!” Ned cried, 
equally as much excited now as the others. “ Let’s 
have them out of there. We'll get back to camp 
an’ open the boxes!” 

Two of the packages were much heavier than the 
rest, and Vance said: 

“These fellows are full of gold! Talk about 
mining in California! Why, it isn’t a marker along- 
side of this way of finding money all coined and 
ready to spend!” 
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The boys had a difficult task to raise the boxes 
from their long resting-place, and the united 
strength of all three was necessary in order to place 
them above the wall of sand. 

“ You’ve got the whole of it this time,” Ned said 
as he wiped the perspiration from his face and 
turned to look at the spot from which the treasure 
had been removed. “ How long did it take you to 
shovel all that sand away ?” 

“Not such a very great while. We wanted to 
make certain of getting at the entire collection, so 
Roy began on one side and I the other. We had 
cleared almost the whole space before striking the 
boxes.” 

It was fully half an hour before the treasure- 
seekers recovered from their excitement sufficiently 
to take any steps toward conveying their treasure 
to the tent, and then it was decided to make a sort 
of litter with poles, for the weight of two of the 
packages was too great to admit of their being 
carried by one boy. 

As a matter of course this required considerable 
time, and it was an hour past noon when Vance be- 
gan to chop at the top of the first box for the pur- 
pose of opening it. 

The wood was not so rotten but that a good deal 
of labor was necessary in order to effect his purpose, 
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and then exclamations of delight burst from the lips 
of all. 

This was one of the heaviest boxes, and, as Vance 
had predicted, was filled with gold coins, the major- 
ity of them having come from a Spanish mint. 

Owing to the fact that they were unable to deter- 
mine the value of many of the pieces, it was im- 
possible to figure up the amonnt of the “ find ;” but, 
judging from the weight, in comparison with that 
of the silver, the total sum was very large. 

Vance was not satisfied until he had opened all 
four of the boxes, finding gold in two and silver in 
both the others. 

“Tt isn’t a pirate’s hoard, that’s certain,” he said 
after looking at the wealth until his eyes fairly 
ached. “ But never mind who it may have belonged 
to once, there can be no question but that it’s ours 
now by right of discovery.” 
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CHAPTER XI. 
THE YACHT. 


Tat they were the possessors of a large sum 
of money there could be no question, and after he 
fully realized this very pleasing fact, Vance was as 
eager as any of his compaiions to escape from the 
key. 

To Ned’s delight he had come to believe that it 
was in the highest degree important they should 
leave the island in the Zoe, and was now as ready 
to push forward the work on her as he previously 
had been to search for the hidden treasure. 

“Tf a vessel should come along this minute and 
offer to take us off, I don’t see how we could leave,” 
he said as he stood gazing at the money. 

“Why not ?’ Roy asked in surprise. 

“ Because we couldn’t carry all this wealth away 
without the fact being known, and I shouldn’t like 
to trust everybody with the secret that these boxes 
were filled with gold and silver.” 

“ Then you are ready to aid in launching the Zoe ?” 
Ned said interrogatively. 
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“Of course I am. We mustn’t waste a single 
moment. Help me stack these boxes up under the 
tool-chest, and we'll get to work as soon as Roy 
cooks dinner.” 

“Tf I'd known how it was goin’ to affect you I’d 
voted to go ahead with the treasure-finding two or 
three days ago; but I thought it would take very 
much longer to clear that hulk of sand.” 

“There hasn’t been any time lost. Do you think 
it will be many days before we can have the yacht 
afloat ?” 

“T hope not. It seems as if three of us should be 
able to do a great deal in a short while. Suppose 
you and I tackle the raft while Roy is doing the 
cooking? That will put us ahead just so much.” 

The treasure had been stowed away near the 
beds, and Vance was more than willing to act upon 
Ned’s suggestion. 

He followed him to the scene of his morning’s - 
_ labors, and when Roy finally called them to dinner 

Vance grumbled not a little because it was neces- 
sary to cease the work in order to eat. 

“We must have the anchors out before sunset,” 
he said emphatically, much as if expecting his com- 
panion would object. 

“Of course, for then we’ll be takin’ advantage of 
the night tide.” 
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“And we shall get along much faster, because 
Roy will be here to help us.” 

Vance hardly allowed his companions time to eat 
their dinner properly. 

He urged first one and then the other to make 
more haste, until Roy said quite sharply : 

“This morning you thought it was the same as 
wasting time to work onthe yacht, and now you're 
not willing to do the thing in a reasonable way. I 
shall eat all I want, and even then there’ll be 
plenty of daylight in which to accomplish as much 
as Ned has laid out for this day’s work.” 

Vance was forced to restrain his ardor, since the 
others were not willing to keep at the job with such 
a rush, and the result was that very much more la- 
bor was performed than if he had been allowed the 
direction of affairs. 

The raft was finally built as strongly as Ned 
thought necessary, and the largest anchor with 
plenty of cable loaded on it. 

It was no slight task to paddle the unwieldy drat 
out to sea with the heavy hawser trailing astern, 
and drageing back until oftentimes more advantage 
would be lost than gained. 

Vance assisted Ned, both using the oars as pad- 
dles, and Roy remained on the wreck to pay out 
the cable. 
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It was necessary to strain every muscle to accom- 
plish the purpose, but it was finally done, and the 
boys pulled swiftly back to the yacht to ascertain, 
by bringing the rope to the capstan, what kind of 
holding ground they had. 

“ Now rouse her in!” Ned cried as he took a dou- 
ble turn and prepared to hold the slack. “Walk 
her around, an’ well soon know whether that 
blessed anchor has got to be picked up again.” 

It was not necessary to make any change. 

When the hawser was hauled as taut as was pos- 
sible with such a heavy rope, the anchor held firm, 
and Ned said in a tone of satisfaction : 

“There’s the biggest half of our work done! 
Now we must make this cable fast somewhere else 
until the other anchor is in place. By working 
lively we can finish it before dark.” 

This seemed like rather a rash statement, since the 
sun was already very near the horizon, but so rapidly 
did the little crew work that the task was accom- 
plished before night had fully come, and the boys 
had the satisfaction of seeing the two ropes stretched 
far out into the water like strands of iron. 

“T reckon we can Call this a full day’s work,” Ned 
said as he brought the raft around on the shore 
side of the stranded yacht. “If we find those ropes 
a little slack to-morrow morning, we shall know she 
has slipped off just that much.” 
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“ But suppose it doesn’t happen?” Roy asked. 

“Then it’ll be a question of using our muscle at 
the next high tide, and bringing outa portion of the 
machinery to lighten her.” 

“Tf we take the engine apart we shall never be 
able to get it together again,” Vance said inalarm. 

“That doesn’t make any difference. We shall 
have to do it if this plan don’t work, and then try 
to get her along under sail. We’ve got canvas 
enough to fit her out in pretty good shape.” 

“There won’t be any show of going very fast 
with the screw dragging behind.” 

“T’ll be satisfied if we make two knots an hour, 
for that’s more than we’re doing now.” 

The boys were thoroughly tired when they re- 
turned to the tent, but somuch had been accom- 
plished since sunrise that they were hardly aware 
of their weariness. 

The treasure was only spoken of now and then, 
but Vance and Roy talked almost incessantly of 
floating the yacht, and Ned felt well satisfied that 
before very long they would be sailing in search of 
the mainland. 

The possibility of getting free from the island 
suggested to his mind something which he had paid 
very little attention to before. 

“How shall we know what way to steer when 
we are ready to leave ?” 
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“ Jimminey ! I never thought of that,” Vance ex- 
claimed. “I haven’t the slightest idea where the 
_coast of Florida is, except that it seems as if it 
should be in that direction,” and he pointed toward 
the west. 

Roy felt quite positive they ought to steera 
northerly course, while Ned, having been locked in 
the state-room so long before coming ashore, was 
unable to form any idea whatever. 

“‘ We shall be an interestin’ kind of a crew when 
we do get started,’ he said with a laugh. “How 
are we to decide the matter ?” 

“J know I’m right,” Vance replied decidedly. 

“And I’m convinced the mainland lies to the 
north of us,” Roy added in quite as positive a tone. 

“T don’t know anything about it, so it will be nec- 
essary for you fellows to fight it out among your- 
selves.” 

“ Of course you'll agree that we want to get back 
to Key West rather than attempt to go to Savan- 
nah ? Vance said to Roy. 

“ Certainly.” 

“Well, suppose this key is on the very edge of 
the line of shoals, and we steer due north: there’s a 
possibility of our striking straight across to where 
we were originally bound, which wouldn’t be pleas- 
ant.” 
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“Well, what if we went to the west ?” 

“We are positive this key isn’t south of Key 
West, and if we run a westerly course we’re bound 
to strike some land between here and the Gulf of 
Mexico.” 

“Tt’s my opinion that Vance has got the best of 
this argument,” Ned said with a laugh, and Roy 
replied : 

“TI reckon he has, and I’ll get supper if you fel- 
lows will turn to and help. After dragging on 
those heavy ropes it doesn’t seem as if I had 
strength enough to feed myself.” 

All were hungry, but felt at the same time so 
tired that the exertion of cooking seemed too great 
to be thought of, and Ned proposed that they con- 
tent themselves with a cold supper. 

“T can soon build a fire on the ground large 
enough to cook the coffee, and that will be all we 
shall need.” 

The others were perfectly willing to agree to this 
proposition, and the last work of the day was 
quickly dispatched. 

Then the boys lay down to rest, and neither of 
them felt like prolonging a @aversation when their 
eyes were so heavy. 

Before nine o’clock the three were sleeping 
soundly, and it seemed to Vance that he had but 
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just lost himself in slumber, when he was aroused 
by what sounded very much like a groan, as if a 
human being was in agony. 

There were cold, bead-like drops of perspiration 
on his face as he raised himself to a sitting posture 
and listened. ; 

The unearthly sound was repeated, and he trem- 
bled with fear, while before his eyes came a picture 
of the horrible sight he had witnessed during the 
forenoon. 

Now Vance was not a boy who believed in ghosts 
or anything of that kind, but he knew perfectly 
well there were no other persons on the island, and 
yet here was a noise apparently close at hand, which 
must have been made by a human being. 

“Of course those men whom we buried were 
dead,” he said to himself, “and if I waken the fel- 
lows they’ll insist ’'m afraid of my own shadow.” 

He was about to lie down again when the un- 
earthly sound floated on the night air once more, 
and this time he fancied it came from some point 
nearer the tent than before. 

There was no longer any fear in his mind that - 
Ned and Roy would think him cowardly. 

Anything was better than listening to such noises 
while his companions were unconscious in slumber, 
and he shook Ned, who chanced to be nearest him, 
violently. 
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“ What’s the matter?” the sleepy boy asked as he 
rubbed his eyes. 

“Hush! Don’t speak so loud! I’ve been hear- 
ing the queerest kind of a noise. It sounds as if 
some one was on the island.” 

Ned’s eyes had closed again while Vance was 
talking, and the latter shook him yet more violently 
than before. 

“Wake up and listen. It may be that men have 
landed, and we must look out for the treasure !” 

This was sufficient to render Ned very wide 
awake, and he raised himself on his elbow as he 
said : 

“T don’t hear anything.” 

“Wait awhile and you will.” 

It was not necessary for Ned to listen many sec- 
onds; Vance had hardly ceased speaking when the 
noise was heard again, and one would have failed to 
decide which boy was the most frightened. 
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CHAPTER XII. 


THE MYSTERY. 


Nep was unable to form any idea as to the cause 
of such a doleful sound. 

He knew, or thought he did, that there was no 
one on the key when they lay down, and yet there 
could be no mistaking the fact that something un- 
usual was going on. 

The most natural course appeared to be the 
awakening of Roy, but this was not accomplished 
without considerable difficulty, for the cook was a 
very sound sleeper, and on this particular night it 
seemed as if his eyelids were glued together. 

It might have been really impossible to arouse 
him if, just at the moment when he was more nearly 
awake than at any time since Ned began opera- 
tions, the groan had not been heard. 

This time it was of a most doleful kind, and so 
loud that one might have heard it half a mile away. 

Roy was wide awake in an instant, asking wildly 
as he scrambled to his feet ; 

“What was that ?” 
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“We've been trying to find out,” Ned replied. 
. “I can’t think of anything around here that could 
make such a noise. It’s horrible!” 

“ Light one of the lanterns.” 

“What good will that do?” 

“TF any one attempts to get in here we shall be 
able to see what is going on,” Roy whispered. 

“And if the thing which made the noise is bent 
on mischief, the light of the lantern showing through 
the canvas might make matters worse.” 

“ But we must try to learn what’s the matter.” 

“Tl creep softly out if you fellows will follow. 
I’m willin’ to admit that it frightens me an’ don’t 
care to take the chances of going alone.” 

“T’ll stay close at your heels.” 

Ned started, but did not attempt to rise to his 
feet. 

Convinced that an enemy was near at hand, such 
a course hardly seemed prudent, and he wriggled 
along over the sand until it was possible to gain a 
view of that portion of the island directly in front 
of the tent. 

The stars were shining brightly and he could see 
surrounding objects distinctly, but nothing unusual 
met his gaze. 

Asa matter of course it was impossible to peer 
through the grove in the gloom, and while he was 


He 
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wondering if some animal was not among the trees, 
the fearsome noise was heard again. 

. It appeared to come from the rear of the tent, and 
Ned turned back to whisper to his companions : 

“T can’t see a thing, but whatever has come must 
be in our rear. Shall we go out?” 

“We've got to learn what it is.” 

“‘T think some animal has swum up from the sea. 
At all events, we’ll soon know. Don’t make the 
slightest noise as you follow me.” 

Then very cautiously Ned crept out until he had 
a full view of the shores and as far back in the in- 
terior as the center of the island. 

There was not so much as a bird to be seen, and 
what seemed very strange, the groan was not 
repeated, although they listened intently fully five 
minutes. 

Then he rose to his feet and his companions did 
the same. 

The most perfect silence reigned save for the 


soft lip, lip, lipping of the water on the sandy 


shore. 
“Well, that beats me!” Ned said aloud after ten 

minutes had passed and nothing was heard. “It 

can’t be that all three of us have been dreaming.” 
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Ned led the way completely around the tents and 
then to the edge of the grove without having dis- 
covered anything. 

“Tt’s certain we haven’t visitors, and the best 
thing we can dois to go to bed again.” 

“JT shan’t be able to get another wink of sleep to- 
night,” Vance said ina voice that trembled woe- 
fully. 

“Then you'll be on hand to let us know if it comes 
again. But I won’t make fun of you,” he added as 
he saw the look of horror on his companion’s face, 
“for it was enough to frighten a wooden man, and 
I was as badly scared as any one. There’s no use 
in staying out here any longer now we’re certain 
nothing’s in sight.” 

Ned led the way back to the tent, and once there 
Roy took good care to light two lanterns. 

“Tt won’t do any harm to leave them burning,” 
he said half-apologetically. “If we hear the noise 
again we can at least see each others’ faces, and 
there’ll be some little comfort in that.” 

Neither of the party felt very much like indulg- 
ing in slumber for a long while, and they sat cross- 
legged on their beds talking in whispers of what 
was to them, as indeed it might have been to any 
one, the most profound mystery. 

No reasonable theory could be formed regarding 
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it, and after an, hour had passed with nothing to 
cause additional fear, one after another of the little 
party began to grow sleepy, until all were slumber- 
ing soundly once more. 

If there were any more groans on the island dur- 
ing the night the castaways were in blissful igno- 
rance regarding them, and not until the sun had been 
up from his bath in the sea fully an hour did either 
of the party awaken. 

Ned was the first to open his eyes, and after 
rousing his companions he ran out of the tent to 
look for strange footprints in the sand. 

If their unwelcome visitor had come from the 
sea there must have been some signs left behind, 
yet Ned failed to find any. 

He returned to the tent with joyful tidings, how- 
ever. 

“The yacht must have worked herself off some 
during the night!” he cried. “The hawsers are 
considerably slacker than when we saw them last, 
and I fancy she isn’t heeled over quite so much.” 

Vance and Roy ran out of doors to assure them- 
selves by a personal inspection that such was the 
case, and the former said, after looking scrutiniz- 
ingly at the little steamer: 

“JT think you are right, Ned, andI sincerely hope 
so. If that craft was afloat I wouldn’t sleep 
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another night on this island. I can stand a good 
deal, but when it comes to living where dead men 
are prowling around, then I get more than I need.” 

“You surely are not foolish enough to believe 
that what we heard last night was caused by those 
wretches whom we buried,” Roy said in surprise. 

“Tell me what else could have made the noise, 
and [’ll own up to being foolish.” 

“Of course I can’t do that; but this much I’ve 
got sense enough left to understand, that there’s no 
such things as ghosts.” 

“Then what made the noise?” 

Roy turned away unwilling to continue such a 
profitless conversation, and Ned said decidedly : 

“Tf it is heard again [ll get at the bottom of the 
mystery, or know the reason why. We should 
have gone directly outside when the noise was first 
heard.” 

“ You were prowling around soon enough to dis- 
tinguish anything, if it could be seen,” Vance per- 
sisted, “and I have an idea you failed to find the 
tracks you counted on.” 

“ How did you know that ?” 

“JT watched while you were searching, and, of 
course, understood what you expected to see.” 

Ned joined Roy at the tent without making any 
further reply. 
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He did not believe in ghosts, but at the same 
time it made him just a trifle nervous to have Vance 
attribute the disturbance to an unearthly source. 

There was too much work to be done before sun- 
set to permit of spending many moments discussing 
what was so profitless as the subject of ghosts. 

The hawsers were to be hauled in until they should 
be as taut as on the night previous, and Ned was 
revolving in his mind the use of blocks and wedges 
to bring the yacht on an even keel more quickly. 

In order to perform this labor, however, it was 
necessary all hands should assist, therefore Ned was 
forced to remain idle until after breakfast had been 
prepared and eaten. 

This did not prove to be such a very long task, 
owing to the fact that all hands assisted in the 
work, and at a reasonably early hour the wreckers 
were ready for business. 

The hawsers were drawn as taut as possible once 
more, and Ned said in a tone of satisfaction when 
this had been done: 

“ There; now it’s for the tide todothe rest. Ifit 
helps us as much as it did last night, we shan’t have 
to work a very long while in order to get her into 
the bay. Now we'll rig something to shore her up 
on this side, and that will come pretty near finish- 
ing the day.” 


, 
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He set about this portion of the work with such 
zeal and determination that the others, urged on by 
their fear caused by the noises heard on the previous 
night, were soon laboring with feverish eagerness, 
and before the tide had turned all had been done 
that was possible until the hawsers should need 
tautening once more. 

“ Now we can afford to rest,” Ned said as. Ke 
walked slowly toward the tent, wiping the per- 
spiration from his face. 

“ And it’s high time,” Roy replied with a laugh. 
“Tt plays a fellow out mighty fast to keep at a job 
when the weather is so very warm. I don’t believe 
I should ever make a very good citizen for this part 
of the country.” 

“ Why not?” 

“ Because the heat pulls me down so severely.” 

“You would soon get accustomed to working in 
the early morning and late at night,” Vance replied. 
“That is the way people do in the tropics.” 

“T notice you don’t take kindly to turning out 
so very early,” Roy replied as, they having arrived 
at the tent, he flung himself upon one of the mat- 
tresses. 

“But it is most likely I should if I got in the 
habit of indulging in a siesta every noon, the same 
as we saw those fellows at Key West.” 
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Ned took no part in this conversation. He had 
followed Roy’s example, so far as lying down was 
concerned, but his mind was fully occupied trying 
to devise some means for floating the Zoe more 
quickly than it could be done by waiting for the 
tide to pull her off the shore. 

It was not many moments before all the party 
were in a proper mood for the siesta, which seems 
so necessary in warm climates, and before either 
was aware of the fact, all three were sleeping 
soundly. 

How long this state of happy unconsciousness 
lasted no one could say ; but all were awakened at 
the same instant by. a repetition of the horrible 
groaning which had so disturbed and frightened 
them on the previous night. 

As if electrified by one common current, the little 
party sprang to their feet, and it is no stretch of 
the imagination to say that Vance’s teeth were ac- 
tually chattering from fear. 

“We shall be able to learn what it is this time,” 
Ned said in a whisper as he stepped cautiously to- 
ward the flap of the tent. 

“ That is, if it’s anything which can be seen,” Roy 
replied gravely, for he was beginning to share his 
cousin’s views as to the supernatural causes of the 
blood-curdling sounds. 
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“ Now don’t get as foolish as Vance,” Ned said 
sharply, and it is just possible the reproof aided 
him in controlling his own fears, for even the bold- 
est could not but have been affected in some degree 
by the groans which appeared to come from the 
immediate vicinity of the tent. 

Cautiously the boy who had been marooned 
stepped from the camp and looked around. 

The sun was beating down upon the glistening 
sands with quite as much fervor as he had shown at 
noon-day, and yet not an animate object was with- 
in sight. 

It would have been impossible for the smallest 
animal to have moved within the boy’s range of 
vision and escaped his observation. 

But even as he gazed around him the terrible 
noise was repeated. 

“Tt beats me,” he said as Roy stepped close by 
by his side. “I was looking in the same direction 
from which the sound seemed to come, and failed 
to see anything.” 

“ Then perhaps you won’t make so much fun of 
me after this,’ Vance suggested in a_ trembling 
voice as he timidly ventured outside with his com- 
panions. “ You can laugh about ghosts as much as 
you please, but how else can you account for the 
noise now, when it is light enough to see every inch 
of the island ¢” 
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“T’ve always heard it said that ghosts walk, if it 
is possible for them to do such a thing, only in the 
night, and yet this one seems to be prowling around 
while the sun is shining. There must be something 
in the grove, an’ I’m goin’ to have a thorough look 
at the place before I’m willin’ to admit the men we 
buried can come back to make trouble for us.” 

Ned advanced boldly as he spoke, but his com- 
panions did not follow. At 

It seemed to them as if the tent, frail though it 
was, might afford some protection against the un- 
earthly visitant, and they preferred to remain 
where it would be possible to beat a retreat if 
necessary. 

Ned did not pause because of being thus aban- 
doned, as it were, but continued straight on through 
the underbrush, overturning every fallen branch, 
or poking amid the creeping vines in the hope of 
disturbing the author of the terrifying noises. 

Twice while engaged in this work did he hear 
the groans, and on each occasion they sounded as if 
coming from the rear, much nearer the tent. 

_ “Tt’s no use to hunt here any longer, for whoever 
is kicking up the row must be behind me.” 

Now he also was becoming disturbed in mind. 

There could be no question but that the unearthly 
sounds came from that portion of the key where 


WRECKED ON SPIDER ISLAND. 167 


was not the slightest shelter for man or beast, and 
he began slowly to retrace his steps. 3 

While doing so he involuntarily glanced toward 
the ocean once more, and noted the fact that it was 
nearly high water. 

“We shall have to haul in on the hawsers pretty 
soon, an’ I hope that groanin’ will stop before then, 
or else it will be impossible to persuade Vance into 
lending us a hand.” 

With this thought in his mind he walked toward 
the yacht, and was standing within thirty feet of her 
when the noise was repeated, and this time he dis- 
tinctly saw the little craft move seaward several 
inches. 

The mystery was explained. 

“ Hurrah !” he cried with a shout of triumph, and 
immediately afterward burst into a loud fit of 
laughter. 

“ What is the matter?’ Roy asked as he ventured 
out of the tent once more, his face several shades 
whiter than it had been, for this last groan fully 
convinced him they were to be haunted by the 
ghosts of those who had scuttled the Evening Star. 

“T’ye found your spirits, an’ only hope they’ll 
keep on groanin’, for then we shall have the yacht 
afloat just so much the sooner !” 

“What do you mean?” and Roy gathered suf- 
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ficient courage to admit of his taking a few steps 
toward where Ned was standing. 

_ “Watch the yacht, an’ you'll soon find out what 
the trouble is. It’s high tide, or will be in half an 
hour. The hawsers are strainin’ hard, an’ as she 
has to slip off the shore there comes a sound as if 
something was pulled out of the mud.” 

“ But there’s no mud here.” 

“T know it, yet at the same time that is what 
causes the noise. She fell heavy when she struck, 
and has made a hole in the sand, where, most 
likely, the air is confined. Watch five minutes, and 
then if you’re not convinced I'll give my head for a 
football. Don’t spend any more time than neces- 
sary, however, for we must help the little craft a 
bit.” 

After some difficulty Vance was persuaded to 
join the committee on investigation, and while they 
kept their eyes fixed upon the yacht, Ned clambered 
on board by aid of the raft, 
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CHAPTER XIII. 
AFLOAT. 


Ir was not necessary for the boys to wait very 
long before the mystery was as plain to them as to 
Ned. 

In a few moments a prolonged and particularly 
unearthly groan was heard, which began as the 
Zoe commenced to move seaward and ceased when 
she stopped. 

There could no longer be any question in regard 
to the matter, and Roy said in a tone of the most 
intense relief : 

“ Well, that settles it. I had begun to make a 
fool of myself, and am mighty glad it’s settled at 
last. If we had left the key without having dis- 
covered the cause of the noises, I’m afraid I should 
have been convinced so long as I lived that this 
island was haunted by the captain and mate of the 
Evening Star. What do you think now, Vance?” 

“That we've been mighty silly. Almost any- 
body, except Ned, would have been frightened by 
such sounds when they knew there wasn’t a living 
thing on the key.” 
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“T might as well own up that I was in a pretty 
bad funk toward the last of it,” Ned replied with a 
hearty laugh. ‘That last screech came mighty 
near settlin’ me, an’ if I hadn’t happened to be 
standin’ close to the yacht when the next one came, 
I reckon I’d joined you in the tent. But now that 
the thing is settled, one of you come aboard with 
me an’ help haul in on the longest cable. The 
other must stay on the raft an’ do his best at drivin’ 
the wedges in when we take up the slack.” 

Vance was on the Zoe’s deck almost before Ned 
ceased speaking, and the two tugged at the capstan 
until Roy shouted from the raft : 

“ You’ve raised her three or four inches already. 
I’ve put in new wedges, and if you’ll take a whack 
at the other cable she’ll be in fair condition for the 
next tide.” 

The boys worked with a will until nearly dark, 
and then the yacht was in a better position than 
even Ned had dared to hope for. 

She was very nearly on a level keel, a slight heel 
shoreward only showing that she was aground, and 
her stern had been hauled around a couple of feet, 
‘so much so, in fact, that the lead-line showed deep 
water directly beneath the screw.” 

“We must keep awake this night, or leave oné 
fellow on watch,” Ned said after Pe lide, se fallen 
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so much that it would have been a useless expendi- 
ture of strength to work longer, “and when it’s 
high water once more I expect to see her afloat.” 

“Tt can’t be done so soon,” Vance said decidedly 
as they walked toward the tent. ‘“ We may possibly 
succeed by the day after to-morrow; but not be- 
fore.” 

“That remains to be seen,” Ned replied with a 
laugh. “ We’ll get something in the way of dinner, 
and then decide whether all three or only one shall 
stand watch.” 

Now that the “ ghost ” had been laid, the experi- 
ment of floating the yacht evidently a future suc- 
cess, and matters in what Roy called “comfortable 
shape ” once more, the little party was in the best 
of spirits. 

Roy fairly outdid himself in the way of prepar- 
ing dinner, and the tired wreckers ate until it seemed 
as if food would never again be necessary. 

Since it would not be high water until about mid- 
night, it was thought useless for all hands to remain 
awake, therefore hourly watches were begun from 
nine o’clock, the time set for retiring, until twelve, 
when the work would be commenced once more. 

The question of who should “do the first trick ” 
was settled by drawing lots, and it so chanced that 
Ned was the one selected for the last hour, 
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He made sleeping a matter of business from the 
time the first watch was begun until summoned to 
do-his share of the work, and then, in order to 

“drive the remnants of slumber from his eyelids, 
went out on to the beach for a stroll. 

After walking a couple of miles as a means of 
preparing for the more arduous labor, he returned 
to the yacht and clambered on board. 

The hawsers were stretched taut as bars of iron, 
and there was every reason to believe the strain 
upon the anchors was beginning to tell. 

Contrary to his expectation the groaning was not 
heard, probably because the craft had been raised 
partially out of the sandy bed; but as he stood 
there watching the water creep up inch by inch 
upon the white sand, he fancied there was a certain 
motion to the craft. 

“The anchors are pullin’ her once more,” he said 
to himself. “I wish it might be possible to get her 
off before the boys awaken. I don’t believe she’s 
now on so very firm, and with the hawsers drag- 
ging dead astern a little additional weight would 
take her off.” 

The cable connected with the largest anchor was 
yet made fast to the capstan, and as the yacht 
quivered again, Ned exerted all his strength to take 
another turn of the drum, 


es 
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At first this was impossible, but as the hawsers 
were slackened he succeeded, and was rewarded by 
feeling that she continued to move slightly. 

“It’s now or not until to-morrow!” he said after 
making certain the water was nearly at its proper 
height, and shutting his teeth tightly, he gave way 
on the capstan-bar with every ounce of weight and 
strength it was possible for him to exert. 

Just for an instant he fancied he had made some 
mistake as to the holding power of the craft, and 
then the capstan began to revolve asif the cable 
had suddenly been unloosened. 

There was no necessity to look over the side, for 
Ned could see by the objects ashore that the little 
steamer was moving rapidly through the water, and 
a second later there was a slight dip as the bow 
slipped from the bank. 

The Zoe was afloat once more. 

Ned came very near giving vent to acry of tri- 
umph, which might have awakened his friends, and 
that was exactly what he did not want to do. 

He wished them to sleep on until morning and, 
coming out to look for him, see the little craft ris- 
ing and falling on the swell as if she had never 
known what it was to come in contact with the 
bank ; therefore he remained silent, hauling in on 
the cables until she was riding within a short dis- 
tance of the anchors. 
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It would have pleased him immensely had it been 
possible to have pulled the steamer around into the 
_ bay, and he would have made the attempt if he had 
“had a boat; but there was too much risk in trying 
to tow her alone, with the raft as a craft, therefore 
it only remained to pass the hours of darkness in 
the most comfortable manner possible. 

The port lockers were comparatively dry, and on 
one of these in the after cabin he prepared to con- 
tinue his nap; but the feeling of triumph was so 
strong in his mind that quite a while elapsed before 
slumber visited his eyelids. 

Fortunately, so far as the plans for enjoying his 
triumph were concerned, he awakened at an early 
hour, and was on deck busying himself with exam- 
ining the rigging when Roy appeared at the flap of 
the tent. 

The boy was evidently surprised at not having 
been called when the tide was at its height, and was 
looking around for Ned when he saw the change 
which had been made in the position of the yacht. 

For an instant he remained motionless, as if 
speechless with astonishment, and then gave vent to 
a series of cheers which brought Vance from the 
tent in short order. 

“ How did you get the yacht afloat ?” the latter 
asked in astonishment as he ran to the shore. 
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“Pulled her off, of course. You fellows believed 
she couldn’t be launched for two or three days, so I 
thought it would be a good chance to prove you 
were mistaken.” 

“ You're a brick!” Vance exclaimed enthusiastic- 
ally. “Bring the raft ashore so we can go on 
board.” 

“ That is exactly what I propose to do,” Ned re- 
plied as he clambered over the rail. “There isn’t 
a breath of air stirrin’, an’ if we pull her around 
into the*bay now, it’ll give us an appetite for break- 
fast.” 

“ Do you think we can do it with that raft?” 

“ Hold on!” and Ned clambered back to the deck 
again. “ We'll run a line ashore, and with one 
haulin’ on that, while the other two row the raft, I 
reckon it won’t be so very much of a job.” 

“Go ahead and fix things in any way you see 
fit,’ Roy cried encouragingly. “ You've shown 
yourself the captain of this crowd, and from now 
out Vance and I will obey orders without a word. 
Eh, Vance?’ 

“ Well, I should say so! If it hadn’t been for 
him we should have left the poor little Zoe on the 
bank until a storm came and knocked her to 
pieces.” 

-Ned was decidedly well pleased by these words 
of praise, but he took good care not to show it, 
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It delighted him that his companions should thus 
voluntarily give him credit for having engineered 
the -work successfully, and he was resolved she 
‘should be taken into port in good condition, if such 
a thing was possible. 

A line, made fast to the capstan, was soon carried 
ashore and given in charge of Roy, while Ned took 
Vance back with him to the yacht. 

Then it was simply a matter of hard work to pull 
the steamer around, and before nine o’clock that 
morning she was moored in the little bay ready to 
receive once more the goods which had been taken 
ashore. 

“Now, captain, what’s the next thing on your 
programme ?’ Vance asked when they were back at 
the tent and Roy was preparing breakfast. 

“JT think it would be a good idea for you two to 
overhaul the machinery, and see if it can be put in 
running order. Ill take a portion of the stores on 
board, by way of gettin’ ready for our departure.” 

“But suppose we find that it is impossible to do 
anything with the engine? You know we don’t 
profess to have very much knowledge of such mat- 
ters.” 

“Then it'll be a case of bendin’ the sails an’ get- 
tin’ along the best we can in that way. With main, 
fore, an’ a jib we should be able to strike some port 
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where you can hire an engineer and sailin’ master. 
You know we’ve got money enough to indulge in 
all those luxuries.” 

The cook did not spend any very great amount 
of time over the range on this morning. 

Now that it appeared possible they might be able 
to leave the key as soon as the yacht was in sailing 
trim, each member of the party was eager to be 
under way, and at the earliest possible moment the 
amateur engineers went on board. 

Ned did not accompany them. 

He realized fully how much labor there was yet 
to be performed before they could begin the voy- 
age, and found plenty with which to occupy himself 
until Roy hailed him from the deck of the yacht. 

“ We can’t make head nor tail of the machinery, 
and even if we could I don’t think it would be safe 
for us to attempt to run her any distance under 
steam.” 

“ All right,” Ned replied cheerily. ‘“ Suppose you 
come ashore, and we’ll tackle the canvas.” 

“ Are you counting on bending that at once?” 

' “Of course ; it’s the hardest part of the job, and 
should be attended to first.” 

“But by doing that we shall destroy our tent.” 

“ What’s to prevent our livin’ on board the rest of 
the time we’re forced to stay here ?” 
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“Orickey! I never thought of that!” Roy ex- 
claimed with a hearty laugh, and five minutes later 
he and Vance were pulling the raft ashore. 

By Ned’s instructions the rope which had been 
used in guiding the yacht around the point into the 
bay was not cast off when that task was completed, 
but had been made fast ashore, so that in order to 
work the raft back and forth it was only necessary 
to pull either way on the line. 

A painter with a sliding loop moored the collec- 
tion of timbers which was to serve as a boat, and 
the communication with the shore could be kept up 
easily and readily. 

Ned already had one of the tents down, and this 
canvas (the foresail) was taken on board without 
delay. 

The boys were by no means experienced sailors, 
therefore fully twice the time necessary was spent 
in bending the sail. 

When it had finally been completed to the satis- 

faction of the young captain, Roy insisted that the 
range be put back in its old place at once. 
' “There’s no use keeping it ashore when a fellow 
can work so much more easily on board,” he said. 
“ From now on we shall be here the greater portion 
of the time, and the sooner we begin ship duties the 
better it will be for the cook.” 
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“« And he’s such an important personage that his 
comfort must be attended to very carefully,” Vance 
replied laughingly. “It won’t take us more than 
an hour to bring such things here as you'll need.” 

That noon the little party ate dinner aboard, and 
a very jolly meal it was. 

Roy had taken great pains with his portion of the 
work, and the consequence was that they had a 
regular Thanksgiving dinner, as appeared right and 
proper to all, since they had a great deal for which 
to give thanks. 

It surely seemed as if Ned would never get tired © 
working, so eager was he to be under way once 
more. 

When the others pleaded for a rest he kept 
steadily on, saying he had rather “be at somethin’ 
than layin’ still,’ and even after nightfall he per- 
sisted in bending the jib in order to “save time.” 
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CHAPTER XIV. 
UNDER WAY. 


Dourine the first day the Zoe was afloat nothing 
of any consequence had been taken from the store- 
tent, and, singular as it may seem, Vance had for- 
gotten about the treasure until supper was eaten. 

Ned had just begun labor on the jib, when his com- 
panion remembered that the gold and silver was yet 
ashore, and he said in reply to Vance’s proposition 
that it be brought on board at once: 

“Tt’s as safe there as here. What’s the good of 
botherin’ about it now? If you fellows are so anx- 
ious to work, you’ll find plenty of chance at the 
pumps, for there’s a good bit of water in the hold.” 

“ But it isn’t work I’m after,” Vance replied. “I 
shall feel better if the money is in the cabin.” 

“Tt will take you an hour to bring it aboard.” 

“ That is nothing compared to the chance of los- 
ing the treasure.” 

“T don’t see how it can be lost, but if you are 
so worried, there’s nothin’ to prevent your tacklin’ 
the job.” 
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* Don’t you think you’d better beara hand? If 
one of those boxes should fall overboard we’d feel 
mighty blue.” 

“Pll risk your allowin’ anything tks that to hap- 
pen ; besides, I can’t leave this job half done, unless 
I sit up to finish it after we get back.” 

Vance realized that that would be asking. too 
much of the ever-willing laborer, and he insisted 
that Roy should help him. 

The cook had no fear the treasure would be dis- 
turbed, even though it did remain on the key with- 
out them to guard it, but Vance was so anxious the 
work should be done that he finally consented, and 
the last lot was deposited in the cabin about the 
time Ned finished his task. 

From this moment Vance considered himself 
chosen as the treasurer of the party, and took the 
wealth under his own charge. 

The coins were stored in a small locker aft, which 
had been used as a wine closet by the previous mas- 
ters of the yacht, and here it was as safe as could 
be possible on board ship. 

“Now, if the Zoe goes to the bottom we’ve lost 
everything,” Ned said, not because he feared such a 
catastrophe, but as a means of causing Vance addi- 
tional worriment of mind. 

“That’s a fact!” the treasurer exclaimed, as if 
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such a possibility had not occurred to him before. 
“ But there’s no way out of it, for we would be little 
less than fools.to leave it behind.” 

~~“ How would it do to furnish each coin with a 
life-preserver ?” Roy asked laughingly. 

“That might answer,” Ned replied, “and Vance 
can stand guard over the locker with a gun to pre- 
vent their walking away.” 

“Tts all very well for you boys to make sport of 
what I’ve done,” the treasurer replied grimly ; “ but 
it wouldn’t have been at all funny if we’d gone on 
shore to-morrow morning and found it missing. 

“Not funny, but strange, considering that there 
isn’t a soul anywhere around,” Ned replied. 

“That may be true at this minute, but no one 
knows how soon somebody will land here.” 

“JT don’t s’pose there’s any good reason why Roy 
and I should try to be merry at your expense, 
Vance, for as a matter of course it would have 
been necessary to bring it aboard some time, and 
since it has already been done there is just so much 
less work to be attended to. Now where are we 
goin’ to sleep? This cabin feels as if it had been 
under water a month.” 

“Suppose we bunk in the engine-room? By using 
the blankets to lie on we shall be all right, and _ to- 
morrow I reckon this portion of the yacht will be 
dried out in proper shape.” 
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This suggestion of Roy’s was acted upon without 
discussion, and half an heur later the three boys 
were sleeping soundly as the little craft rose and 
fell on the gentle swell. 

Next morning the work of making ready for sea 
was continued without intermission, save during the 
heat of the day, when Ned allowed his crew a siesta 
of two hours. 

By nightfall very much had been accomplished. 

A greater portion of the goods had been light- 
ered from the shore, the sails were bent, and the 
hold nearly freed from water. 

As the custodian of the treasure Vance, thought 
it necessary to keep a strict watch seaward lest some 
craft should heave in sight without his knowing it, 
although what possible injury this might have been 
to the money, neither Roy nor Ned could under- 
stand. 

The second day of refitting resulted in the ac- 
complishment of a satisfactory amount of work, 
according to Ned’s ideas, and the third saw the 
task nearly completed. 

With the exception of filling the water-casks the 
Zoe was ready for sea, and on this evening a very 
interesting and important discussion took place in 
the cabin, which was now used as a sleeping apari- 
ment, the hangings and upholstering having dried 
very quickly in the hot climate. 
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“Tt is time we settled upon the course we are to 
steer,” Ned said when the three were enjoying the 
few moments of rest before going to bed. “Icount 
“on leavin’ this port by nine o’clock to-morrow, and 
the matter had better be settled now.” 

“Ts everything done?” Vance asked. 

“We have yet to fill the water-casks, but that 
can’t take more than a couple of hours.” 

“Tt seems that you are counting on having a 
wind ?”” 

“Tm hoping for one, but if it’s calm we shall be 
forced to lay here a spell longer. In case of a 
breeze what course shall we steer ?” 

“What is your opinion ?” 

“T think we’d better run pretty near west until 
land is sighted, and then, if that proves to be an 
uninhabited key like this one, we can steer a little 
southerly. Isaw a chart of the coast which the 
mate of the Evening Star had, and from that it 
seemed as if we should be able to get into Key West 
without losin’ sight of land after we get among the 
keys.” 

“Tt seems to me as if it would be better to steer very 
nearly due north in the hope of striking the reefs. 
If after sailing a couple of days we shouldn’t find 
what we wanted, it would be an easy matter to put 
back,” Roy said, knowing full well that Vance 
would object to such a course. 
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The latter replied very quickly : 

“Tt seems to me that would be a waste of time. 
Why not do as Ned suggests and turn back from 
that course if we don’t get a squint of the land? It 
is as broad as it is long, but I believe we shall be 
nearer right in following his plan.” 

Roy was not willing to give in so easily, and 
during the next half-hour quite a heated discussion 
ensued, but at the end of that time he withdrew 
very gracefully by saying: 

“There’s no reason why we should talk so much 
about what is virtually settled already. You fel- 
lows are in the majority, consequently there is 
nothing to do but let you have your own way. It 
may be I am in the wrong, for the whole thing is a 
matter of guesswork, and I can only say I hope 
you are right, for then we shall arrive at Key West 
so much the sooner. It seems as if we should get 
there before our parents have had time to worry 
about us.” 

“Do you think we had better telegraph to Sa- 
vannah ?” 

“Yes, if they haven’t arrived ; and it would also 
be a good idea to send word home, for if the news 
that the Zoe was missing should get into the papers 
it would be believed we were dead.” 

Vance and Roy allowed themselves to discuss the 
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matter as if they were certain of gaining a port ina 
few days, and Ned stopped them by saying: 

“TI wouldn’t count too much on gettin’ anywhere 
very soon. With the screw draggin’ we shan’t 
make great headway, and it wouldn’t be strange if 
we had it calm a good deal of the time, so you'd 
better figger on bein’ aboard this craft a good many 
days, even if it should turn out that my idea of the 
course to be sailed is the right one.” 

This was rather a wet blanket on the boys’ 
plans, and they ceased speaking of the future very 
suddenly. 

On the following morning Ned, like the prudent 
skipper, was on deck a long while before the sun 
showed his face above the water. 

A light breeze was blowing from the southeast, 
and if it held would be fair for them. 

Anxiously Ned watched the ripples on the waves, 
and, to his great delight, the wind freshened instead 
of decreasing after the sun rose. 

“Turn out here and bear a hand with the water- 
casks!” he shouted from the head of the companion- 
way. ‘“‘It’ll be time enough to do the cookin’ after 
we've started. The wind is freshenin’ an’ we must 
get of here as soon as possible.” 

Vance and Roy obeyed his call without delay, 
and the last work which they hoped it would ever 
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be necessary for them to do on Spider Key was 
begun. 

An hour sufficed, and the shore line was cast 
off when the last cask had been rolled on to the 
raft. 

The rude craft was hauled alongside and unload- 
ed, the rope thrown inboard, and the collection of 
timbers which had served them such a good turn - 
was set adrift. 

“Now up with the anchors, my hearties!” Ned 
cried cheerily, “and then stand by to make sail !” 

All hands tried to be as much like sailors as pos- 
sible, and to the music of a very odd-sounding sea- 
song the cables were hove in until the Zoe was freed 
from all her moorings. 

Then the captain, who knew even less about 
nautical matters than did his crew, took his station 
at the halyards, and one by one the little sails were 
hoisted. 

Almost any kind of a fresh-water sailor can run a 
craft with the wind dead astern, therefore there 
was no danger of any mistake being made until it 
should be necessary to change the course; but as 
he took his station at the wheel, Ned could not fail 
to ask himself what might be the result before the 
voyage came to an end. 

“T never run a boat before with more ia one 
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sail,” he said.to himself, “an’ am afraid T'll make a 
mess of it before we got very far; but things can’t 
bemuch worse than they were when we was on the 
island waitin’ for a craft that never hove in sight.” 

His unpleasant thoughts were interrupted by a 
shout from his companions, who were standing 
directly in front of the pilot-house watching as the 
yacht glided slowly away from the land. 

“ We’re not only afloat, but moving!” Roy cried, 
“so let’s give three cheers for good luck !” 

Vance aided him in thus starting the yacht with 
proper ceremony, while Ned remained silent, his 
face wearing an expression of deepest anxiety. 

“Why don’t you cheer?” Vance asked. “Any 
one would think you didn’t feel glad at getting 
away from the key.” 

“Tam all the same; but now I can’t help feelin’ 
nervous about the trip. Neither of us know how 
to handle a craft properly, and, to make the matter 
worse, we can only guess at the direction we want 
to go. It begins to look more serious than when 
we were only talkin’ the matter over.” 

“Don’t borrow trouble before we’ve fairly got 
clear of the land,” Roy cried cheerily. “It’s enough 
for me that we’re under way, and I'll let the future 
take care of itself,” 
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CHAPTER XV. 
AT SEA, 


SatLortne under such circumstances as the boys 
experienced immediately after leaving the key was 
decidedly pleasant work, and it appeared to bea 
very easy matter to navigate a vessel. 

The wind was hardly more than what might 
have been called a gentle breeze, and the Zoe glided 
through the water at the rate of three or four knots 
an hour. 

Ned was at the helm, and his companions, in 
order to discuss the question of a course in case land 
should be sighted suddenly, were also in the pilot- 
house. 

“Tf it wasn’t for the drag of the screw we'd be 
slippin’ along right lively now,” Ned said as he 
looked back at the island they had been so eager to 
leave. 

“ According to this we shall need a good stiff 
wind to make any kind of time,” Roy replied 
thoughtfully, “and how she’ll act when we have to 
tack is more than I can fancy,” ce, 
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“ There’s no use in borrowing trouble about that,” 
Vance said quickly. “ Who knows but we shall hold 
the wind this way all the voyage?” 

“Tt isn’t very likely. Don’t you remember that 
it has nearly always died out about noon, from the 
first day we struck the key ?” 

“That is no sign it will do so now.” 

“No, but there’s good reason for believing it may 
act in the same manner. Which of us is on watch? 
I suppose one must consider himself doing duty, 
even though he may be loafing.” 

“Vance is the lookout, for you can’t be spared 
from the galley; but how are we to work it at 
night?’ Ned asked. “I never thought of that be- 
fore we started, an’ it’s goin’ to be kinder tough if 
a feller has to stay at the wheel two or three days. 
without any sleep.” 

“We must contrive to run into a harbor every 
day before sunset, and then all hands can turn in,” 
Vance suggested. 

“There don’t seem to be much chance of that to- 
night. With no land in sight now, the Zoe couldn’t 
get very near a port between this and nightfall.” 

“Tf it is necessary to run after dark we must con- 
trive so that each has the proper amount of rest. 
By standing half-hour watches there wouldn’t be 
much chance of a fellow getting asleep at the 
wheel,” | 
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“Have we anything aboard in the shape of a 
clock?’ Ned asked. “I don’t reckon you’ve been 
able to make your watches go since they got such 
a soakin’ ?” 

“They will need a watchmaker’s care before they 
can do very much toward keeping time,” Vance 
said ruefully as he looked at his, the hands of which 
had not moved since he landed in such a helpless 
fashion. 

“T shouldn’t be surprised if the little clock in the 
pantry was all right,” Roy said after a moment’s 
thought. “It couldn’t have got very wet, and per- 
haps it needs only to be wound.” 

He left the wheel-house on a tour of investigation 
as he ceased speaking, and returned a short time 
later with the article referred to. 

“Tt’s all right,” he said as he hung it on a hook 
directly in front of the helmsman. “TI don’t reckon 
it will be valuable as a time-keeper, inasmuch as we 
haven’t any very good idea of what hour it is now ; 
but she will serve to show when the watches should 
be begun or ended.” 

During another hour the boys discussed the 
probability of being able to reach Key West within 
a certain length of time, and then Roy went below 
to make preparations for dinner. 

Vance found the moments hanging rather heavily 
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on his hands, and presently he lay down for a nap, 
leaving Ned to work the craft alone. 

Fortunately she did not need much guiding. The 
wind had been gradually decreasing until it died 
away entirely, and before the noonday meal was 
ready the yacht lost steerage-way. 

It was useless to remain longer at the wheel, and 
Ned went below to overhaul the cabin on tpe 
chance of finding a pair of marine glasses in one of 
the lockers which had not been overhauled. 

In this he was successful, much to his delight, and 
he went on deck once more in the hope of being 
able to see land. 

He searched the horizon carefully in every direc- 
tion, but failed to see that for which he sought. 

This fact worried him not a little. 

“Tt is almost certain there will be a breeze after 
the sun sets, and unless the stars shine very bright- 
ly we shall be obliged to keep on without knowing 
whether we’re goin’ to strike a reef or run out into 
the ocean.” 

Now for the first time since he decided in his own 
mind that it would be possible to carry the Zoe into 
port did he begin to question the wisdom of such 
an attempt. 

Limited though his experience as a sailor had 
been, he understood how many chances there were 
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against success and also the dangers which were in 
their way. 

“Jt would come pretty tough if I’d insisted on 
the boys tryin’ to get to Key West in this craft, an’ 
it turned out that they were to meet their death by 
following my advice,’ he said to himself, and ~ 
straightway the most dismal forebodings took pos- 
session of him. 

It was while he was in this mood that he went 
below, as if needing companionship, and the cook, 
busily engaged as he was, could not fail to note the 
lugubrious look on his face. 

“Ts Vance at the wheel ?” 

“He’s asleep on the locker. It isa dead calm, 
an’ there’s no need of anybody standin’ there.” 

“ What makes you look so glum ?” 

“Perhaps it’s because I’m just beginnin’ to get 
some common sense into my head.” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“Tm thinkin’ that perhaps we did a foolish thing 
in tryin’ to take this craft into port. I coaxed you 
an’ Vance until you had to give in, an’ it would be 
terrible if anything should happen.” 

“T reckon you are suffering from an attack of 
foolishness instead of common sense. We wanted 
to come, and probably should have insisted on trying 
to float the yacht or howled after she had been 
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beaten to pieces because we didn’t do such a thing. 
What has struck you so suddenly ?” 
“The fact that wesh all be out to-night not knowin’ 
“where we're steerin’, but obliged to run because I 
can’t heave a craft to.” 

“T don’t reckon there’ll be much danger in that. 
If there’s no land to be seen when the sun sets it’s 
precious little chance she’ll run any down before 
morning. Is the island out of sight yet ?” 

“No, but we’ve sailed a great deal further than I 
thought would be possible in so short a time. Of 
course it is in full view, but you can’t distinguish 
anything on the shore.” 

“And we couldn’t get back if it should become 
necessary ?” 

“ Not without wind.” 

“Then the only thing is to make the best of it. 
All hands of us had rather be here, taking our 
chances of ever getting into port, than back on the 
island to make the start over again. So what’s the 
use of being down in the mouth about having been 
able to do exactly as you wanted ?” 

It was such talk as this which made Ned feel de- 
cidedly comfortable in mind, and by the time din- 
ner had been cooked and eaten he was as jolly as 
ever. 

Until about four o’clock in the afternoon there 


WRECKED ON SPIDER ISLAND. 195 


was nothing to be done except loaf around wishing 
for a breeze, and then the wind sprang up again in 
the same direction as before. 

Ned was at the helm when the sails began to flap, 
and once more the Zoe was gliding through the 
water with her short bowsprit pointed due west. 

Both Roy and Vance were on the lookout, each 
hoping to see some signs of land, but the hours 
wore away until the key was only a faint smudge 
on the horizon, and around them nothing save 
water. 

“ We’re in for a night-run,” Roy said cheerily 

as the sun began to sink behind the sea, “ and most 
likely by morning we shall have something to guide 
us.” 
“Tt may happen that we shall be forced to trust 
to the wind for anything of that sort,” Ned replied 
as he pointed to the sky, which was being rapidly 
covered with fleecy clouds. “I don’t know much 
about weather signs on the ocean, but if I was 
back in Maine I should say we were goin’ to have 
a storm.” 

Neither Vance nor Roy thought the swiftly mov- 
ing masses of vapor portended anything in particu- 
lar, and the latter went into the kitchen once more, 
for he was determined that his portion of the work 
should be attended to in proper shape. 
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Before he reappeared again there was a very de- 
cided change in the aspect of the sky. 

The wind had begun to veer around, and con- 
~tinued to increase in violence until it was blowing 
directly from the north, causing the sea to rise un- 
til the little craft wallowed into the trough, throw- 
ing the spray high over the deck. : 

For fully twenty minutes after this change Roy 
gave no signs of life, and then he came into the 
wheel-house looking decidedly alarmed. 

“Tts beginning to blow,” he said, as if it was a 
piece of news which would please his companions. 

“We understood that quite a while ago,” Vance 
replied quickly. “Is this the first you knew of it?” 

“T could tell by the motion of the yacht that a 
sea was getting up, but I didn’t suppose it was so 
bad as this. Do you intend running on the same 
course, Ned ?” 

“ We had to change that when the wind shifted. 
Now she is headin’ due south.” 

“Why, that means we are running out to sea, 
surely, no matter which side the chain of keys we 
were!” 

“You're right; but I don’t see any other way for 
it. To take the chances of pilin’ up on the land by 
headin’ west would be worse than foolish, and be- 
sides, with such poor sailors aboard, we might as 
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well be on a raft, for the only safe thing to do is to 
go with the wind. I wonder if you fellows can’t 
reef the sails ?” 

“Of course we can, and I think it would be a 
good idea to get out the lanterns, unless we want 
to be run down.” 

“JT declare I never thought of that!” Ned ex- 
claimed. “ Attend to it, will you, and then see 
what can be done toward shortening the canvas. 
V’ll bear a hand if one of you will take the wheel.” 

“Stay where youare. I reckon Vance and I can 
do that much.” 

“ Be careful of yourselves!” Ned cried as the two 
left the pilot-house. “ You know it wouldn’t take 
much of a flap of the sails to knock you overboard.” 

“ We'll look out!” Vance cried, and then the two 
disappeared down the companion-way to the en- 
gine-room in the search for the signal lights. 

It was fifteen or twenty minutes before the lan- 
terns were in their places, and then the foresail was 
lowered as the boys began to ree it. 

Meanwhile Ned stood at the wheel trying in vain 
to peer through the dense blackness of the night, 
and the little yacht plunged on her way to possible 
perils—perhaps a second shipwreck, 
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CHAPTER XVI. 
AN ANXIOUS CREW. 


Nervous as Ned was for the safety of his friends, 
it seemed as if they would never finish reefing the 
sails. 

At each unfamiliar sound, and it appeared now 
as if the laboring yacht was filled with odd noises, 
he started in fear, fancying it betokened an acci- 
dent. 

He could only hold her steadily to the south, 
without the faintest idea of where such a course 
would lead them, and listen to the howling of the 
wind as it lashed the waves into fury. 

Now and then a heavy roller would strike the 
Zoe on the quarter, causing her to quiver as if a 
hidden reef had been met, but as a rule she rode 
very steadily, and well she might, for a stancher 
little craft had never been launched. 

The only fear was that she might have received 
some injury to her timbers by the contact with the 
key, and weakened them to such an extent that 
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these downward plunges and sudden uprisings would 
open a seam. 

During the short time he was on board the Even- 
ing Star, Ned had heard the sailors say that the 
danger to be apprehended in running before the 
wind was that of being swamped by the following 
waves ; but, so far as he could make out, there was 
no occasion to fear anything of that kind yet awhile. 

Had the boys been on board a craft manned by 
experienced sailors they would not have thought 
the wind so strong as to be terrifying. 

As a matter of fact it did not even approach the 
fury of a gale, and there is no question but that the 
Zoe might safely have been kept on her westerly 
course but for the fear of striking a reef. 

It was fully an hour after Roy and Vance began 
their work before they returned to the wheel-house, 
and then the former said: 

“The fore and main sail are reefed down; but 
we didn’t dare tackle the jib.” 

“JT don’t think it will do any harm to let it stay 
as itis. The canvas isn’t large and can’t do very 
much toward putting her along,’ Vance added. 
“ How fast do you think we are going ?” 

“T wish I knew,” Ned said fervently. 

“ What good would that do?” 

“When the wind shifts or morning comes we 
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could have some idea of how far we are at sea in 
that.case.” 

~“[l guarantee we shall be outside, where there 
won’t be any danger of striking the land, for she 
must be going at the rate of eight or ten miles an 
hour.” 

“ Not more than six or seven at the most,” Roy 
replied in a positive tone. “The sea is kicking up 
such a bobbery that it seems as if we were moving 
through the water much faster than really is the 
case ; with the screw dragging we are doing well 
to make six miles.” 

“ We'll call it six; that will give us somethin’ to 
guess by, at all events,” Ned replied. ‘“There’s no 
question but that this is goin’ to be an all-night job 
for the whole crew,and I think you fellers had 
better get your supper.” 

“ What about you ?” ; 

* Pll come down when you have finished.” 

“T don’t think it is safe to leave only one man on 
deck,” Roy said decidedly. “Vance, you go and 
fill up and Pll stay with Ned till you get back.” 

This was by all odds the wisest course to pursue, 
and one by one the three ate their supper. 

When it was Ned’s turn to sample the cookery 
he realized more fully than while in the pilot-house 
how severely the little craft was laboring. 
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Below deck he could hear the straining of the 
timbers, the pounding of the waves, and the creak- 
ing of doors and lockers until a nervous person 
might have imagined the yacht had a full crew of 
ghosts on board. 

It was so dismal and almost uncanny that Ned 
partook of the food very hurriedly, and was glad to 
be at the wheel once more. 

There had been no change in the position of 
affairs, save, perhaps, that the weight of the wind 
had increased a trifle. | 

The yacht was running reasonably easy, and 
shipped even less water over the bow than one 
would have supposed while listening to the noises ' 
below. 

Roy was at the wheel when Ned entered, and he 
said as the latter offered to relieve him : 

“T had just as soon stand here as to be doing 
nothing. Suppose you try to get some sleep ?” 

“That is impossible. I never felt wider awake in 
my life than I do this minute.” 

“That is the way with me, and Ill stay here 
awhile longer.” 

Ned took advantage of this opportunity to crawl 
aft and see how matters were going there. 

So far as his peace of mind was concerned, per- 
haps it would have been better if he had remained 
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with his companions, although there appeared to be 
no question but that the yacht still had sufficient 
_ sail on to enable her to keep ahead of the pursuing 
waves. 

It was the general appearance of the water which 
would have terrified any landsman, and Ned was 
not proof against such a sight. 

There were moments when the huge liquid wall 
towered high above the stern of the little craft, ap- 
parently certain to break upon her, and at each of 
these watery rushes Ned literally held his breath, 
expecting each instant to hear the crashing of the 
timbers as the wave dashed upon the craft. 

The foam upon the waves shone with a certain 
dull, white light, thus revealing the seething mass 
beneath it, and it was what the beholder imagined 
that made up the horror of the sight. 

When Ned finally groped his way back into the 
wheel-house he was trembling as if in an ague fit, 
and, hearing his voice as he spoke to Vance, Roy 
asked quickly : 

“What's the matter? Anything wrong?” 

“No; we are getting along even better than 
might be supposed.” 

“What makes your voice tremble so ?” 

“T reckon I must have got chilled. I was stand- 
ing aft, and this wind is mighty cold, especially to: 
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a fellow who has been livin’ in such a hot place as 
the key.” 

Roy was not satisfied with this explanation, and 
fancying there was some new peril of which Ned 
would not speak, said: 

“Take the wheel a few minutes while I go be- 
low, will you?” 

Ned did as he was requested, and Roy left the 
pilot-house, returning ten minutes later, and saying 
to Ned in a low tone which could not be overheard 
by Vance, who was curled up on one of the lockers : 

“T know now why you felt so chilly a few minutes 
ago.” 

*- Have you been aft ?” 

“Yes, and it’s terrible to watch the waves.” 

“T suppose they look a good deal worse in the 
darkness than they really are; but it would give a 
fellow the horrors to stay there very long.” 

“Tt doesn’t seem as if the little craft could live 
through the night.” 

“Nonsense,” Ned replied, speaking very much 
more confidently than he felt. ‘This isn’t really a 
gale, and she must be a good sea-boat, otherwise 
your father wouldn’t have thought of coming from 
Savannah in her.” 

“Tt would be very much different if she was under 
steam.” 


204 WRECKED ON SPIDER ISLAND, 


“T’m not so certain of that. So long as we keep 
steerage-way on, I can’t see why she shouldn’t do 
just as well under sail.” 

“Perhaps she will,” Roy replied with a sigh, and 
from his tone it was easy to understand that he had 
his doubts regarding the possibility of outliving the . 
gale, if such it could be called. 

An hour later Roy, weary of doing nothing, went 
into the kitchen to clear away the dishes which had 
been left as each of the crew finished his supper, 
and before he returned there was quite a change in 
the weather. 

The wind was veering around from north to east, 
and again Ned was forced to change the course or 
call upon his companions to “tend sheets,” some- 
thing which he was not willing to do because of the 
danger that they might be washed overboard. 

When Roy came to the pilot-house again the 
helmsman said with a laugh which had very little 
mirth in it: 

“Tt looks as if we were doomed to box the com- 
pass this trip,” and he motioned toward the bin- 
nacle. 

“JT would rather see that than know we were 
forced to run directly out to sea all night,” Roy 
replied after a short pause. 

“But the question is, where is this new course 
likely to bring us?” 


WRECKED ON SPIDER ISLAND. 205, 


“That’s what I don’t know; but it doesn’t seem 
possible there could be any land in our way, cer- 
tainly not before to-morrow morning.” 

Ned made no reply. 

The voyage was rapidly becoming so erratic that 
it was no longer possible to so much as guess where 
it would end, and he tried to resign himself to 
whatever the fates might have in store for him. 

Time passed until the little clock marked the 
hour of midnight, but no one could say how far 
that might be out of the way until when the sun 
rose next morning. 

Vance no longer had any anxiety of mind; the 
motion of the craft had caused slumber to visit his 
eyelids, and the rolling and plunging was to him 
like the rocking of a cradle. 

Ned and Roy were both standing at, the wheel 
with their eyes fixed upon the inky blackness out- 
side, when, as if she had come from the depth of 
the ocean, the huge hulk of a ship or steamer 
loomed directly in front of them, the lights on deck 
showing indistinctly the forms of several men near 
the rail. 

Had their lives depended upon it, neither could 
have so much as moved a finger during that awful 
time when it seemed sure they were to be run down. 


Both clutched the spokes of the wheel, but with- 
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out turning it, and stood like statues, staring 
through the window until the huge mass disappeared 

as suddenly as it had come, and the darkness seemed 
all the more intense because of having been partial- 
ly dispelled for an instant. 

While one might have counted twenty the boys 
remained silent and motionless after the stranger 
passed, and then Ned said in the tone of a person 
who speaks in his sleep : 

“Tf she had been twenty feet nearer we should 
have been crushed like an ege-shell !” 

“ And perhaps those on board would hardly have 
known what had been done. I can’t understand 
why she didn’t see our lights.” 

“T don’t suppose they make much of a show ona 
small craft like this. It was a danger I had never 
thought about, and now I shall be expecting an ac- 
cident of that kind until daylight comes once more.” 

“T don’t think we are likely to have more than 
one such adventure ina night, butif it should come 
we would be powerless. I’ve put some coffee on 
to boil, and think you and I had better have a cup.” 

‘Go and get it; never mind milk or sugar. If 
we drink it plain it will help to keep our eyes open.” 

“Not much chance of their closing very soon 
after that sight,” Roy replied mournfully as he care- 
fully made his way below once more 
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CHAPTER XVII. 


IN PORT. 


Vance continued to sleep as soundly as if he had 
been at home, and Ned said enviously when Roy 
brought the coffee: 

“T wish you an’ I were as well off as he. Until 
he wakes up it won’t make any difference to him 
whether the wind blows a gale or fines down into 
a calm.” 

“Would you waken him for the coffee ?” 

“Not a bit of it; let the poor fellow sleep while 
he can. I only wish we could join him.” 

Wishing never did mend matters however, and 
Ned soon ceased such a very unprofitable occupation. 

The hot coffee was really refreshing, and after 
drinking two cups each, the boys felt almost as if 
they had been taking a rest. 

“Tt seems to me as ifthe wind was decreasing,” 
Ned said after a time, and Roy replied: 

“T am almost certain of it. Dve noticed that the 
yacht rode easier since we came so near being run 
down by the steamer.” 
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“ And it seems to be hauling around again. If 
we have many more changes the Zoe will have 
sailed in a circle before morning.” 

~~ “J reckon we shall have to take it as it comes,” 
Roy said grimly. “I am more afraid of a calm 
than of an increase in the wind. It would be terrible 
to be becalmed where we didn’t have the slightest 
idea of our position.” 

Ned made no reply. 

According to his ideas there were plenty of dis- 
agreeable things close at hand, without going into 
the future to find them. 

Not until the clock had marked the hour of three, 
although it may have been two or four, did Vance 
awaken, and then, whether the time-piece was cor- 
rect or not, he knew he had had more than his share 
of sleep. 

“Say, why didn’t one of you fellows turn me 
out?” he asked as he came toward the wheel. 
“ Here I’ve been taking my ease as if I was a swell 
passenger, while you two were on duty.” 

“There was no reason why you shouldn’t have 
slept while it was possible,’ Roy replied. “There 
was nothing to be done, even if you had remained 
awake, and now when one of us feels like taking a 
nap, you can do your share of the steering.” 

“ How are we getting along ?” 
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“ Doing a heap of sailing, but it’s an open question 
whether we are progressing very fast.” 

“The storm seems to have cleared away.” 

“ Yes, we’ve got nothing but a fair sailing breeze 

now, and with the drag of the screw I don’t fancy 
we are more than tossing about on the waves,” Ned 
replied,and then he added to Roy; “Suppose you turn 
to and get breakfast, old fellow? It’s pretty early, 
I know, but we shall feel the better for something 
hot in the way of grub. Now that Vance is awake 
there is nothing to prevent your staying below as 
long as may be necessary.” 
’ The amateur cook acted upon the suggestion at 
once, and half an hour after he went into the kitch- 
en the sun began to show himself above the hori- 
zon. 

“ Now hunt around the cabin where the sailing 
master slept for an almanac,” Ned said to Vance. 
“There must be one somewhere aboard.” 

“What are you going to do with it? See what 
the weather prophets say about the weather ?” 

“JT want to find out what time the sun rises, so 
we can set this clock.” 

Vance hurried away to obey this order, and in a 
few minutes returned with the desired book, but it 
looked rather the worse for wear, owing toits hav- 
ing been soaked well in salt water. 
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After some difficulty Ned succeeded in gaining 
the information required, and to his surprise it was 
found that they had guessed within twenty min- 
utes of the true time, oras nearly as could be judged 
from the coming of the day. 

The hands of the clock were moved forward to 
where Ned thought they belonged, and then he looked 
round the horizon, now that it was sufficiently light 
to see surrounding objects, if indeed there were any. 

At first glance it appeared as if they were alone 
upon the ocean. 

Not a sail could be seen in either direction, and 
Vance announced that there was no land in sight, 
when Ned exclaimed as he pointed about four 
points to the southward of the course they were 
then heading : 

“Look over there! What doyou make that to 
be?” 

Vance gazed earnestly in the direction indicated, 
and after a long scrutiny replied in a careless 
tone: 

“ Nothing but a cloud.” 

“Tt’s land! There’s no question about it. Call 
Roy, will you?” 

“ What’s that for ?” 

“We'll see what he thinks about trying to make 
it, It is not in the direction where we expected to 
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see anything of the kind, but it strikes me we 
should do our best to reach it, if for no other pur- 
pose than to find out where we are.” 

Roy was soon in the pilot-house, and after look- 
ing at what to an inexperienced eye appeared noth- 
ing more than a cloud, as Vance had suggested, he 
decided Ned was correct. 

“ What do you think of trying to make it ?” 

“Can you do so with this wind ?” 

“ Yes, by trimmin’ the sails properly, an’ it seems 
as if we ought to be able to do that.” 

“ Go ahead, then, so far-as I’m concerned. If it 
is an island of any kind we shan’t be worse off than 
we are now, and in case of its being inhabited our 
troubles will be at an end, for most likely we can 
get some one to take usto Key West.” 

“ You may keep on with yourcooking. I reckon 
Vance and I can attend to this matter,” Ned re- 
plied as he whirled the wheel around until the 
steamer was headed for the apparent cloud. 

Then, stationing Vance at the helm and directing 
him to keep her on that course as near as possible, 
the amateur captain went on deck to trim the sails. 

This was not a difficult matter, and after some few 
experiments Ned learned that there was very little 
difference between sailing a steamer on the ocean 
and a small boat on the pond in Maine, 
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“ She’s got a free wind now, and so long as that 
holds we won’t have any trouble in keeping her 
e, headed as we want to go,” he said cheerily, for the 
fact that the little craft behaved much as any other 
vessel raised his spirits wonderfully. 

“Tt will take usa month to get there, though,” 
Vance said ruefully. 

“Nonsense! If the wind don’t die away entirely 
I reckon we shall be able to see what that land looks 
like before the sun sets again. The screw won’t 
drag so much now that she heels over considerably, 
an’ we'll make good headway.” 

The weight of the breeze had forced the yacht 
over to an angle of perhaps thirty degrees, and al- 
though it was rather more difficult to keep her true 
to the course, she behaved very well. 

Roy was preparing for a more sociable meal than 
had yet been served, as was learned a few moments 
later when he came to the pilot-house to call Vance. 

“I’m going to bring the grub up here so we can 
eat together,” he said, “therefore you must help 
me. After breakfast Pll try and clean up below, 
forif we reach port there’s no reason why we 
should look so slovenly.” 


“Something should be done with the treasure be- 


fore any strangers come aboard,’ Vance added, 
thinking of the wealth in the cabin for almost the 
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first time since the previous night shut down upon 
them so forbiddingly. ‘“ Where can we put it?” 

“Tn the hold, well aft, an’ throw a lot of rope and 
canvas over it,’ Ned replied promptly. “No one 
will fancy we’ve got treasure aboard.” 

This satisfied Vance, more particularly since his 
companions proposed that he take full charge of the 
gold and silver, and ten minutes later a most 
appetizing breakfast was spread on the wheel-house 
locker. 

With the assistance of his companions in the way 
of passing him the food, Ned was able to eat at the 
same time he performed his duties as helmsman, 
and the spirits of the little crew revived wonderfully 
when the meal had been concluded. 

Ned was left alone while the other two went be- 
low, Roy to put things to rights generally, and 
Vance to hide the treasure in anticipation of 
visitors. 

It seemed very much as if this particular breeze 
had come to stay until the yacht should reach 
port. 

It no longer shifted so often, but held steadily 
from the same point, and with sufficient force to 
send the Zoe along at quite a respectable rate of 
speed. 
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As might have been expected, the waves still ran 
very high, but the little craft was showing herself 
to be a good sea-boat, even though disabled, and 
each instant the apparent cloud took on more the 
semblance of land. 

Vance was the first to complete his work below, 
and he entered the wheel-house shortly before noon, 
saying as he did so: 

“T reckon ,the money is safe. ITve hidden it 
where no one would ever think of looking, unless 
they were certain we had something of the kind on 
board. Say! but that land shows up now, don’t 
it?” 

“There’s no longer any question about soon 
having all the assistance we need,’ Ned replied 
cheerily. “ Anything as large as that, even if it is 
only an island, must be inhabited.” 

“JT hope we shall be able to telegraph to father, 
for he must be worrying about us by this time.” 

“You won’t have any trouble on that score. 
Take the wheel awhile, and I'll see if I can’t trim 
the sails a little better. It looks to me as if we 
might get more speed out of the yacht.” 

Ned was correct in this belief, for after the can- 
vas had been drawn in a trifle more, it could 
readily be seen that she moved through the water 
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considerably faster, and the “bone in her teeth” 
was as large as one could have desired. 

The sea was rapidly subsiding. The little craft 
no longer flung the water over her decks, but sent 
it swirling aft on either side in proper fashion. 

_ In the cabin, pantry, and kitchen Roy was doing 
wonders in the cleaning line, and the Zoe was 
rapidly being gotten into shape for inspection. 

“ [ll get dinner as soon as this is finished,” the 
amateur cook said after Ned had praised him for 
the altered appearance of the craft. “If you can 
spare Vance awhile it will help things along just so 
much.” 

Once more Ned stood at the wheel alone; but 
the chances of reaching port very soon seemed so 
good that he was perfectly willing to remain there 
until it should be possible to come to an anchor. 

The sun was yet above the horizon when, after a 
voyage which had been made at the caprice of the 
wind and tides, the Zoe entered a roadstead where- 
in were craft of every description. 

“What city do you suppose this can be?” Roy 
asked in perplexity as the three stood in the wheel- 
house, where they had been every moment since the 
land could be distinctly seen. 

It was a question which each_member of the 
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party had already asked half a dozen times, and no 
one paid any particular attention to it. 

It was sufficient for all that they had arrived at 
some place where an engineer and sailing master 
could probably be hired. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 


HAVANA. 


Tre yacht was run in as far toward the piers as 
the wind would permit and then the anchor was 
_ let go. 

It seemed as if this had but just been done when 
a boat rowed by four sailors, with a man in uniform 
at the helm, pulled out to the Zoe. 

“Tt begins to look as if we’d soon find out what 
port this is,’ Ned said as he noticed this craft. 
“Those fellows are comin’ out most likely to 
learn who we are, and I reckon they know where 
they live.” 

Just at that moment almost any visitor would 
have been welcome because of the information he 
could impart, and the amateur crew were ready to 
receive the officer when he came alongside. 

He hailed them in a foreign tongue, and Ned, 
acting as the captain, replied in English: 

“T’m blessed if I know what youare sayin’. This 
is the steam-yacht Zoe, disabled, and in here for 


repairs,’ 
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The visitor could speak English, as was soon 
learned when he came over the rail, saying as he 


“did so: 


“Where is the captain ?” 

“T suppose I’m in charge,” Ned replied. “This 
craft was chartered by the fathers of my compan- 
ions to be used at their winter home in Florida. 
The crew were washed overboard during a gale 
and the steamer nearly wrecked. We managed to 
get her off and have come in here under sail. Will 
you kindly tell me where we are?” é 

“This is the port of Havana.” 

“And we are in Cuba!” Vance cried as if in 
alarm. 

“That is not so very far from home,” the officer 
replied with a smile. “A sail of less than a hun- 
dred miles will bring you to Key West.” 

Then he questioned them further regarding the 
craft, and on taking his departure promised to send 
the boys an interpreter. 

“Do not pay him more than $2 a day, and if, 
while making your repairs, there should be any dis- 
pute arise, come directly to me. I shall be pleased 
to render you all the assistance in my power.” 

“Tf the man whom you send can bring us a boat 
at a reasonable price it will be a favor,” Ned said. 
“All our tenders have been carried away.” 


a 





official took his departure. 

“Ain’t you goin’ it a little strong Ns you talk 
of buying a boat?” Vance asked. 

“We've got to have one, otherwise how will it be 
possible to go ashore ?” 

“ But what about money to pay for it?” 

“T reckon what we took out of the hulk will see 
us through.” 

“Are you counting on using that ?’ Vance asked 
in surprise. 

“ What else can we do? The machinery must be 
put in working order, we are bound to hire a crew, 
and we’ve got to have the interpreter which the 
officer is goin’ tosend. All that can’t be accom- 
plished without funds, and I see no reason why 
we shouldn’t dip into the hoard which some very 
jolly fellow must have stowed away for our especial 
benefit.” 

“Of course we shall use it,” Roy added. “It 
would be ridiculous to suffer for anything when we 
have sufficient means in the hold to buy even a new 
craft if it should become necessary.” 

Roy understood that he must do as his compan- 
ions wished, but at the same time it seemed almost 
a sacrilege to use the treasure, As a matter of fact 


° 
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he had become almost a miser since the discovery 
of the wealth, and it pained him to think of spend- 


~_ ing so much as a single coin. 


It was necessary to draw on the hoard for funds, 
and since this should be done while they were alone, 
Vance went below to attend to that very important 
task. 

He returned with about a hundred Mexican dol- 
lars and half that number of gold-pieces, the value 
of which none of the party knew. 

“T think your first work should be to go on shore 
with the interpreter to have this money changed,” 
Ned said when Vance had found a bag in which to 
deposit the coin. “There must be plenty of places 
here where you can sell it, and we ought to know 
the value of it.” 

“Tl do that, and afterward send machinists on 
board to see in what condition the engine is. We 
can engage a crew the day before we are ready to 
leave.” 

Vance was eager to make one of the shore party, 
and Ned insisted that there was no reason why he 
should not go. 

“There is nothing to be done here,” he said, “an’ I 
reckon one is enough to attend to the loafin’ ; but if 
that fellow don’t come pretty soon there’ll be no 
goin’ ashore for any of us, It will be dark in an 
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hour, an’ you want daylight for it if you’re thinkin’ 
of buyin’ anything.” 

Ned had hardly ceased speaking when the inter- 
preter came alongside in an apparently new boat, 
this last fact being sufficient to explain to the boys 
who he was. 

Judging from his face one would have said he 
was a Cuban; but he spoke English so well that it 
seemed certain he must have been born in the Unit- 
ed States. 

He presented himself very politely, almost too 
much so, Ned thought, and although not one of the 
party could have told the reason why, all felt a 
certain distrust of the man. 

He explained that the officer of the port, prob- 
ably meaning a sort of harbor master, sent him, 
and that the official had said that his wages were to 
be two American dollars per day. 

The boat, he said, was cheap at $30, but he had 
only brought it out on approval, consequently 
they were at liberty to return it if not satisfactory. 

“ We will talk about that when we come back,” 
Roy said curtly. “Just now it is necessary to go 
on shore at once. We have some Mexican money 
which we want to turn into such coins as pass cur- 
rent here.” 

As he spoke Roy took one of the gold pieces from 
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“It is very old,” the latter said as he examined 
the coin intently. “Have you just come from 
Mexico?” 

“No, indeed, we were wrecked on one of the keys, 
we don’t know where, and this was the first port 
we made.” 

Ned believed the man was giving more attention 
to the gold-piece than would have been natural had 
his curiosity been excited simply because it was 
very old. 

He turned it over and over, glanced furtively 
around the yacht as if expecting to see something 
which might be connected with the money, and then 
said : 

“This looks as if it had been under water some 
time.” 

“JT don’t see why,” Roy said quickly. “If ex- 
posed for any length of time to the action of salt 
water gold will turn very dark, whereas this is as 
bright as could be expected if it had been in circula- 
tion many years.” 

“ And yet it has not been used for a very long 
while—perhaps a hundred years.” 

“How do you make that out?’ Vance asked 
quickly. 

“ Because of its age. I should think a collector 
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of old coins would hke to purchase such pieces of 
money.” 

“We haven't the time to hunt for that class of 
people. Just now we need money to pay for what 
it is necessary to purchase, and unless we go ashore 
pretty soon it will be too late to do anything until 
to-morrow.” 

“Tt is believed there isa great deal of piratical 
gold hidden on the keys near here,” the interpreter 
said as he gave back the coin. 

“But that can’t be any of it,’ Vance replied 
quickly, “ for ia 

Roy prevented anything more being said by step- 
sping on his friend’s foot at that instant, and this 
time Ned fancied he saw an odd expression come 





over the man’s face. 

He said nothing, however, but went toward the 
rail as if ready to embark, and in a few moments 
the three were pulling rapidly toward the nearest 
pier. 

“We shan’t be gone more than an hour,” Roy 
cried as they left the yacht, “and when we come 
back the boat shall be half-loaded with fruit. This 
is a good place in which to buy such things.” 

“Take your time. I’m all right here, an’ will see 
to it that nobody comes on board while you are 
away.” 
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Ned watched until the little boat touched the 
dock, and then muttered to himself as he examined 
_ the hawsers to make certain they were holding: 
~ “71 own up to bein’ a Dutchman if that fellow 
don’t try to find out more about the gold before we 
lose sight of him. I didn’t like his face for a cent. 
He is one of that kind of fellows who wouldn’t 
hesitate about putting a knife into a man’s back, an’ 
I think will bear watching.” 

After ascertaining that everything on deck was 
in proper order, Ned went into the wheel-house to 
watch for the return of his friends, and when they 
had been absent about an hour his attention was 
drawn to a small boat, containing two men, which 
was being rowed around and around the yacht as if 
to make a general inspection. 

“T hope they’ll know the Zoe when they see her 
again,” he said to himself as he watched the move- 
ments of the craft, and then it seemed to him as if 
these inquisitive strangers must have some connec- 
tion with the interpreter. 

“Tm makin’ a fool of myself,” he said with a 
laugh as the boat was finally headed for the shore. 
“Just because I don’t like the man’s face I’m givin’ 
him the credit of bein’ a tough case, when most 
likely he’s a poor duffer who has never a thought of 
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more than earning $2 a day by acting as inter- 
preter for sea captains who can’t speak Spanish. 
It won’t do any harm to make preparations for 
trouble, though, even if there is precious little 
chance we shall ever have any.” 

Half an hour later the party returned, evidently 
in the best of spirits. 

Roy had kept his word in regard to buying fruit, 
and had brought off enough of all kinds to be found 
in the market, to provide for their wants during the 
next week. 

“Did you have any trouble in exchanging the 
money,” Ned asked in a low tone as Roy came over 
the rail. 

* None whatever. The broker seemed surprised 
to see the pieces, however, and he and the inter- 
preter talked for a long while in Spanish. The ma- 
chinists will come aboard bright and early to-mor- 
row, and Manuel thinks he can find a competent en- 
gineer for us at a moment’s notice.” 

“ Who’s Manuel ?” 

“The interpreter, of course.” 

“Say, Roy, give me about $30, will you?” 

“Tt?s more yours than mine, so take as much as 
you want,” and Roy pulled from his pocket a hand- 
ful of money. “ What are you going to do with 
it ?” 
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“T’ll show you when I come back. I’m thinking 
of getting Manuel to go ashore with me.” 
“Allright. Don’t stay too long, for we’re bound 
to have a swell supper to-night.” 

“JT shan’t be away more than half an hour,” Ned 
replied, and then he asked the interpreter if he 
would take him for a short trip. 

Manuel professed to be not only willing, but 
pleased to grant the favor, and as soon as the pur- 
chases of fruit and provisions could be taken from 
the boat, the two rowed toward the pier from which 
she had just come. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 
SUSPICIONS. 


Nor until they were ashore did Ned tell Manuel 
the nature of his errand, and then he said with an 
assumption of carelessness : 

“Take me where I can buy a revolver.” 

“A revolver ?” the man repeated as if in surprise. 

“Certainly. Is there anything to prevent ?” 

“ Nothing, of course, only it seemed strange in the 
first place that there should not be an ample supply 
of weapons on the steamer, and then again that 
you might think a revolver necessary so soon after 
arriving at one of the most peaceable ports in the 
world.” 

“The yacht is only chartered, and her armory 
belongs to her owners,” Ned replied, not intending 
to let the interpreter know there was nothing of 
the kind on board. “ Besides, there are likely to be 
bad people in any city, and while I don’t look for 
any trouble, it is better to be prepared.” 

Again he fancied the man had a peculiar expres- 
sion on his face; but he made no delay in leading 
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Ned to a gunsmith’s, where two Colt’s revolvers, 
with a small amount of ammunition, were pur- 
. chased. 

~ Then he proposed that they return to the yacht 
at once, and as the boat was rowed alongside, said 
when he had laid his bundle on the rail: 

“Wait there a minute, and I’ll see what remains 
to be done this evening.” 

With the weapons under his arm, for he did not 
intend to give any one a chance to tamper with 
them, he went directly to the kitchen, where he 
knew Roy would be engaged in making prepara- 
tions for supper. 

“Got back, have you?” the latter asked care- 
lessly. 

“Yes. Do you need the interpreter any more to- 
night ?” 

“Why, I thought it would be a good idea to have 
him sleep on board, and then in case any one came ' 
out from the shore we should be able to talk with 
them.” 

“Did you say anything to him about it ?” 

“No, for I only thought of the plan since you 
went ashore.” 

“Then let me send him away. I think we shall 
be safer alone.” 

“ Why, do you think——” 
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“Pllexplain the reason for taking~so many pre- 
cautions after Manuel leaves,” Ned replied as he 
hurried on deck, and then said as he leaned over 
the rail where he could speak with the man; “ There 
is nothing more to be done. Will you please get 
here in the morning as soon as the workmen come ? 
for we can’t tell them what is wanted unless you are 
on hand.” 

“Am I not to remain on board the yacht? It is 
customary.” ; 

“Tn this case it will be best not to do anything of 
the kind. We have no cook, and each fellow waits 
upon himself.” 

“T should be willing to do the same.” 

“ We would rather you stayed on shore,” Ned re- 
plied, and this time he spoke so decidedly that the 
interpreter could do no less than take his departure. 

Ned repeated the conversation to his friends, both 
of whom were in the kitchen, when he went below, — 
and Roy asked curiously : 

“ Why is it you were opposed to his staying on 
board? I think it might be rather nice, for he could 
tell us all about the city and would be on hand 
when the machinists arrive.” 

“T don’t think it is safe,” was the emphatic reply, 
which caused his companions to stare at him in 
surprise. 
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“Where can be the harm ?” 

“T don’t know as there would be any; but it 
rE surely can’t be wrong to take precautions, even 
“though some of them may be foolish. I noticed a 
queer look on that fellow’s face when you showed 
him the gold, and you must remember that he 
talked about piratical treasure as if he expected you 
to tell him where we got what yousold. Now look 
at the matter squarely : You carry on shore, after 
saying we were wrecked on a key, a lot of old coins 
such as have been found around here. It isn’t 
likely you would have taken such money from 
home, consequently every person who sees it must 
at once come to the correct conclusion. That being 
the case, don’t you think there would be people 
enough in this city who would risk an encounter 
with three boys for the sake of learning whether 
there were any more of those ancient gold-pieces on 
board ?” 

“You're right!” Roy exclaimed, a startled look 
coming into his eyes, and Vance added: 

“How do we know but that the interpreter or his 
friends wouldn’t attempt the job?” 

“That was exactly why I didn’t want him on 
board at night, and the reason of my buying these,” 
Ned replied as he opened the package, exposing the 
weapons to view. “I propose that we keep our 
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eyes open pretty wide, not only while we remain in 
port, but until we can put the treasure in a safer 
place. This yacht and her cargo would be such a 
prize as might tempt very many men to turn pirates 
for the time being.” 

“ You’ve got a mighty level head,” Vance added 
approvingly, “and I say as I did when we were on 
the key, that we will recognize you as the skipper of 
this craft.” 

Roy also believed there were good grounds for 
Ned’s suspicions, and for the first time since reach- 
ing port, both he and Vance were seriously dis- 
turbed in mind. 

“ There is no reason why you should fuss about 
the matter,” Ned hastened to say as he saw what 
sort of an effect his words had upon his compan 
ions. “It’s only a case of standing watch all the 
time, and that won’t be sugh very hard work be- 
tween three.” 

When a satisfactory supper had been eaten the 
boys sat on the deck aft, where the lights of the city 
could best be seen, and there all three remained 
until nine o’clock, when Ned proposed that the 
night watch be set. 

“We'll take it an hour apiece, and draw lots to 
see who begins. At the first thing which looks sus- 
picious, or can’t be explained readily, the others are 
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to be awakened. It will be better to turn all hands 
out on a false alarm than run any risk.” 

Vance held three splinters of wood in his hands, 
and it was understood that he who got the longest 
should begin the work of watching. 

By this arrangement Roy was to stand the first 
trick, to be followed by Ned and Vance in the 
order named, and, with one of the revolvers loaded © 
ready for use, the former began to pace to and fro 
on the deck. 

The clock had been brought from the wheel-house 


» and hung in the after cabin, where alamp was to be 


burning, in order that the sentinel might see when 
his time of duty expired. 

Roy and Vance retired, and, worn out by their 
previous exertions, were soon asleep. 

Although the watch was maintained regularly 
and each boy attended strictly to “ business,” noth- 
ing of a suspicious nature was seen, and Roy began 
to think that perhaps Ned was a trifle too cautious. 

At seven o’clock two machinists, accompanied by 
the interpreter, came on board, and Roy explained 
what was to be done. 

He was not certain whether the engine had re- 
ceived any damage by its submersion, but asked 
that it be thoroughly overhauled and put into run- 
ning order in the shortest possible space of time. 
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Manuel repeated these instructions, and the men 
went to work while Roy and Vance prepared break- 
fast, in which the interpreter was invited to join 
after it had been spread in the tiny forward cabin. 

During the meal Manuel inquired particularly 
concerning the plans of the boys, regarding the 
port which they intended to make, who would be 
there to meet them, and, in fact, so many things 
that did not concern him as to cause Ned’s sus- 
picions to grow stronger. 

“Suppose you try to telegraph to your parents ?” 
the latter suggested when the meal was concluded, 
and while speaking he kept his eyes fastened on the 
interpreter’s face. 

It may have been only imagination on his part, 
but he really believed Manuel looked disappointed 
because such a thing was thought necessary. 

“Can we do it from here?” Vance asked eagerly, 
and the interpreter shook his head. 

“Tdo not think so,” he replied promptly. “ There 
is a cable, but it has not been working. Ican take 
a letter to the purser of the next steamer which 
sails for New York. He is a friend of mine and 
will see that it is forwarded without delay.” 

“ When does she sail ?” 

“To-morrow.” 

“Then we will get one ready to-day, and perhaps 
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our fathers will receive the news almost as quickly 
as if it was possible to send a telegram,” Roy re- 
_ plied in a tone of satisfaction as he arose from the 
table. — 

Manuel went on deck to smoke his cigar, and 
when he was gone Ned called his friends into the 
kitchen. 

“Tam goin’ ashore to find out if that yarn about 
the cable is true. Write out such a message as you 
want sent, an’ we’ll soon know whether Manuel is 
to be trusted or not.” 

“You are too suspicious,’ Roy said just a trifle 
impatiently, and Vance added quickly : 

“T don’t think so. It won’t do any harm if we 
take too many precautions, and it may mean a good 
deal to miss an opportunity of knowing just what 
is going on.” 

“But what benefit would it be to the man, even 
if he has an idea the yacht can be captured, to 
prevent us from sending a telegram ?” 

“ Because,” Ned replied quickly, “ there would be 
less chance thieves could be tracked if your parents 
had received no word from you since the Zoe left 
Key West.” 

“ But he promises to send a letter.” 

“ And you will have no means of knowing whether 
he does so or not. At all events, don’t write a line 
or even a word about the treasure,” 
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“T think you had better try your luck on shore,” 
Vance said decidedly. “Tll write a telegram if 
Roy don’t care to, and there won’t be any damage 
done if you can’t send it.” 

-“ You do that and I'll attend to the letter,” Roy 
replied. “But how can Ned learn anything about 
the cable while he doesn’t understand the lan- 
guage ?” 

“ll guarantee to find some one who’ll help me 
along,” the boy replied confidently, and just then 
the return of Manuel interrupted the conversation. 

“The machinists wish to speak with one of you,” 
he said. 

* You go, Roy, while I look out for some business 
which must be attended to,” Vance replied as he 
began to write the telegram. 

The two left the cabin, and as soon as the mes- 
age was finished Ned put it in his pocket. 

Then, while the interpreter was in the engine- 
room, he got into the boat and pulled ashore. 

The machinists wanted to report progress, and 
Roy was surprised at seeing that they had already 
raised steam. 

“They say it is all right now, except that it needs 
cleaning,” Manuel said after listening to one of the 
menamoment. “They have repaired the damage, 
and there is nothing to prevent your leaving by 
noon.” 
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“That is just what we will do!” Roy exclaimed, 
without thinking it necessary to consult his compan- 
ions. “Can you get us a sailing master, engineer, 
and steward by that time?’ 

“T am certain of it,” the interpreter replied. “I 
had already seen two of the men, and it will not be 
difficult to find the third.” 

“Then set about it as soon as possible. There is 
no reason why we should lay here a moment longer 
than necessary, and by starting now we can be at 
Key West before morning.” 

“Do you need any stores?’ Manuel asked. 

“ We have enough of everything to last us into 
that port. Don’t delay in getting the crew.” 

As a matter of course when Manuel came on deck 
he failed to find the tender; but a passing craft 
responded to his hail, and he was set ashore within 
five minutes after Ned landed. 

An hour later he returned with two Cubans and 
a negro, the latter being, according to his own ac- 
count, a first-class cook. 

The man who was presented as the sailing master 
was received by Roy and put in command at once, 
with instructions to be ready to get under way as 
soon as Ned returned. 

He was not a particularly prepossessing looking 
man, but had the air of a sailor and was so highly 
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recommended by Manuel that Roy thought he was 
very fortunate indeed in being able to hire sucha ~ 
master. 

The engineer set about helping the machinists as 
if thoroughly well acquainted with his duties, and 
the negro began to wash the dishes, an action which 
endeared him at once to Roy’s heart, for of all the 
work connected with the kitchen this last was the 
most disagreeable. 

“Do you think it was just fair to engage these 
people and set them to work before Ned came 
back?’ Vance asked as soon as it was possible to 
speak with his friend where they would not be over- 
heard. 

“ Why not?’ 

“ Because we both agreed he should be the boss 
of the steamer.” 

“What nonsense! We shall gain so much time, 
and the instant he steps aboard we will start out of 
the harbor. Come with me while we pay the inter- 
preter, and then he can hail another boat to take 
‘ him ashore.” 

“The one he brought the men in is still along- 
side.” 

“So much the better, for he can go at once,” and 
Roy went on deck, intent only on being under way 
at the earliest possible moment. 
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Manuel was talking very earnestly with the 
sailing master, but he stopped instantly he saw the 
boys and asked if there was anything more he 


~~ could do. 


“T think not,” Roy replied, “and there is no 
reason why you shouldn’t go ashore as soon as you 
please.” 

“But since you can’t speak the language how 
will it be possible to tell the crew what you want 
done?” 

“TI never thought of that,’ Roy replied in per- 
plexity. “It might come unhandy.” 

“Youare right. Now, I have a proposition which 
you will do well to accept. This gentleman agrees 
to put the yacht into Key West for $15; the engi- 
neer wants $10 and the cook $8, they getting back 
here as best they can. Why not give me a ten- 
dollar bill for the services already performed and 
what I may be called upon for until the steamer is 
in the home port ?” 

“What do you think of it?” Roy asked, turning 
to Vance. 

“Tve got nothing to say,” the latter replied. “I 
don’t think it is the square thing to make these 
trades without at least consulting Ned.” 

This remark piqued Roy, and he replied to the 
interpreter : 


WRECKED ON SPIDER ISLAND. 239 


“All right, you shall go. Find out how much the 
machinists charge for their services and we will send 
them ashore at once. I suppose the engineer can 
finish the job of cleaning up ?”” 

“Certainly,” Manuel said as he went into the 
engine-room, and a few moments later he came on 
deck with the workmen. 

Their bill was $2, and this seemed so very reason- 
able as compared with some bills he had seen his 
father pay that Roy addeda dollar to the amount. 

‘Tell them to go ashore,” he said to the inter- 
preter. “I suppose they can use the boat you came 
out in?” 

“Of course. It is my only chance to send her 
back.” 

“ Now ask the engineer to get steam on,” Roy 
said when the men had disappeared over the side. 

“Will your friend be back soon?’ Manuel in- 
quired. 

“Tam expecting him every moment, and as soon 
as he steps aboard you may tell the captain to get 
under way.” 

Manuel repeated this order at once, and the 
sailing master, after speaking a few words to the 
engineer, did not disdain to work the capstan him- 
self, hauling the little craft directly over the 
anchor. 
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The black smoke which came from the stack, to- 
gether with the soft murmur of escaping steam, 
told that the Zoe could be on her way out of the 
harbor in less than three minutes from the time the 
word to start was given. 

Vance was thoroughly displeased that Roy should 
have thus taken the management of matters so 
wholly into his own hands. 

He fancied that both the sailing master and the 
interpreter looked very well satisfied after it was 
decided the latter should accompany the yacht, and 
felt quite confident they exchanged triumphant 
glances when the word was given to be ready to 
leave the instant Ned came aboard. 

Unfortunately, however, he did not remonstrate 
with Roy, as he should have done, but went aft and 
remained there alone, watching for Ned. 

The most suspicious person could have found noth- 
ing in the actions of the crew to warrant any fears 
on the score of foul play. 

The steward and the engineer appeared to be 
intent only upon their duties, and the captain had 
already shown that he was willing to turn his hand 
to anything which could forward the wishes of his 
employers. 

Not until nearly an hour after the machinists had 
gone ashore did Ned put out from the dock, and 
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when he came alongside Manuel stood ready to 
catch the painter. 

Ned gazed with surprise at the captain and 
steward, both of whom chanced to be on deck, and 
then, beckoning to Roy, who was in the wheel- 
house, went below. 

“ Well?’ the latter asked as he followed the new- 
comer. 

“T found the telegraph office, and there hasn’t 
been any trouble with the cable for the past year. 
The interpreter has lied to us, and he must have 
some reason for so doing.” 
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CHAPTER XX. 
AN ILL-ADVISED START. 


Vance hastened to the forward cabin as soon as 
he saw Ned go down the companion-way, and 
arrived there just in time to hear the last portion of 
his remark. 

Roy seemed thoroughly bewildered on thus 
learning that the interpreter had deceived them, 
and stood silent and motionless as Vance said bit- 
terly : 

“ With such a man to manage the job, it isn’t 
hard to fancy that they’ll make a pretty thorough 
search of this craft before leaving her.” 

“The best thing we can do is to send him ashore 
at once,” Ned added. “We don’t want such fel- 
lows around, for it isn’t safe.” 

“ But Roy has already hired a sailing master and 
a steward. In addition to that, he has engaged 
Manuel to go with us to Key West.” 

Ned looked at Roy as if asking if the statement 
was correct. 
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“T didn’t think there would be any harm in 
making ready to leave as soon as possible, for the 
machinists reported that the engine had been re- 
paired, and by leaving now we can be in Key West 
before morning.” 

“ But you surely are not willing to take a crew 
selected by Manuel after what I have told you?” 
Ned said in surprise. 

“ When I engaged them I didn’t know there was 
anything wrong.” 

“ But now that— What is going on? It sounds 
as if we were under way !” 

Ned ran hastily up the companion stairs, looked 
around for an instant, and then leaped below in the 
greatest excitement as he said hurriedly : 

“Tt is a fact! We are steaming out of the harbor ! 
What is the meaning of it?” 

“T told them to start the minute you came on 
board,” Roy said in a low tone, wishing from the 

_very bottom of his heart that he had never given 
such an order. 

“ And we are are going to run across with four 
men. on board who are perfect strangers, except 
that we know one told an absolute lie for the pur- 
pose of preventing you from sending any word to 
your parents!” Ned exclaimed as he literally threw 
himself into a chair and stared moodily at the 
floor. 
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“T wasn’t consulted in the matter at all,’ Vance 
said angrily. “I told Roy I thought he should 
wait till you came aboard.” 

“T surely asked your opinion about taking Manuel 
as interpreter,” Roy said sharply. 

“Yes; but that was after you had made the 
trade with the others, and they virtually had posses- 
sion of the yacht.” 

“Well, it can’t be helped now, and we must decide 
what may be done to prevent them from taking us 
by surprise,” Ned said with a long-drawn sigh. 

He fancied he knew exactly how Roy felt when 
he made the bargain, and that it had only been done 
from a desire to be with his parents as soon as 
possible, therefore it did not seem to him right that 
the boy should be blamed. 

“Why can’t it be helped?” Vance cried sharply. 
“What is to prevent us from ordering them to put 
back ?” 

“Tf they have come on board with any idea of 
taking possession of the steamer, they wouldn’t 
obey the command and we should only succeed in 
starting a row before being prepared.” 

“Pll soon know what they mean!” Roy said 
angrily as he went toward the companion-way. 

“Wait a minute!” Ned cried as he caught him 
by the arm. “Don’t act as hastily as you did be- 
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fore, but think the matter over first. Suppose 
they refuse to obey orders, what can we do before 
mapping out a plan ?” 

“Pll take one of the revolvers with me and make 
them do as I say.” 

“ And probably be knocked down before you had 
spoken half a dozen words, even though the men 
were perfectly honest. Who do you suppose would 
allow a boy to come at him with a drawn weapon 
without making some kind of a row ?” 

It did not take many moments for Roy to realize 
the truth of this, and he seated himself on one of 
the lockers in moody silence. 

“ Well, see here, this won’t do,” Vance suddenly 
cried. “The yacht is getting further out of the 
harbor every moment, and if there is such an idea 
as turning back, it should be carried into effect at 
once.” 

“T don’t know what to say,” Roy replied in dis- 
may. 

“ And I think it would be foolish to attempt to 
change any of the orders which have been given,” 
Ned added. “If the men are bent on mischief they 
wouldn’t obey, and if they are honest we shall get 
to Key West without trouble.” 

“Well, are you going to sit here and let matters 
take their own course ?” Vance asked impatiently. 
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“ This is what I think might be done,” Ned re- 
plied, speaking slowly, as if weighing well his words. 
~“ One of us could sit in the pilot-house and the other 
in the engine-room all the time, each armed with a 
revolver. The third would spell either when it be- 
came necessary, and thus a watch might be kept 
over the two most important sections of the craft.” 
“ But suppose they should raise a row because we 
remained on guard?” Vance asked. 

“Tf they are perfectly honest nothing of the kind 
could happen, and if not, the question will surely 
arise, when we can speak right out and say exactly 
why we don’t like the looks of things. Men who 
have come aboard simply to earn their wages by 
performing the necessary work surely wouldn’t ob- 
ject to those who stand in the place of the owners 
caring for the property.” 

“ What do you think of that plan, Roy ?” Vance 
asked. 

“Tl go in for anything you two believe best. 
After being so smart I ought to be willing to tie 
my head in a bag until we reach port.” 

“But you haven’t made any provision for keep- 
ing an eye on the hold,” Vance suggested in a 
whisper. 

“Why can’t you do that? I'll go into the pilot- 
house, Roy into the engine-room, and you would be 
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at liberty to prowl around anywhere. It won’t be 
a very long watch if they intend to play square.” 

“Then let’s begin at once.” 

All hands arose to their feet and ascended the 
companion-way, since it was necessary first to go on 
deck in order to reach either of the places referred 
to. 

Manuel was standing just beneath the wheel- 
house when the boys reached the open air, and it 
looked very much as if he had been hovering around 
the hatch-way in the hope of overhearing what 
might be said in the forward cabin, where the con- 
sultation was held. 

“We are under way,” he said to Roy, treating 
him as the leader of the party, as was but natural, 
since by him he and his friends had been put in 
possession of the little craft. 

“So Isee. We should arrive some time during 
the night, for this craft can make twelve knots 
under ordinary circumstances.” 

“Tf the weather holds good you will awaken in 
port,” was the reply. “The captain has been to 
Key West many times, and will get the little steamer 
there as soon as any other person could.” 

“How about, the engineer ?” Vance asked. 

“Oh, he is a master of his trade; you need have 
no fears but that she will be kept at full speed,” 
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“JT think I'll have a look at him,” Roy said, and 
as he started aft followed by Manuel, Ned suddenly 
remembered that after deciding upon their course 

“of action they had been so careless as to forget the 
weapons, which were in one of the after-cabin 
lockers. 

“ Hold on a minute!” he said quickly. “I wish 
you would show me where those papers were put.” 

“ What papers?” Roy asked innocently, and the 
most careless observer would have understood that 
there was nothing of the kind aboard. 

“The ones I gave you just before I went on 
shore,” and by dint of much winking, which may 
or may not have been seen by the interpreter, Roy 
finally understood that he should accompany his 
friends. 

“Well, of all thick-headed mortals you are the 
worst !” Vance whispered when they were in the 
after cabin. “It was necessary for Ned to give the 
whole snap away before you could understand that 
he wanted to speak with you.” 

“Vl admit that ’'m about as stupid as fellows are 
usually made,” Roy replied seriously, “and the 
knowledge of what I have possibly done only makes 
me worse. What is it you wanted, Ned 2” 

“We forgot the revolvers, like a set of chumps, 
and they are here,” Ned replied as he opened the 
locker. 
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The words had hardly been spoken, and before 
the weapons could be raised, when the companion- 
way doors were suddenly pulled to, the hatch drawn 
over, while the click of metal told that the bolts 
had been drawn. 

Vance was at the top of the stairs instantly 
pounding on the wood-work, but no attention was 
paid to him for several moments. 

“Unlock this door!” he shouted. “ What do you 
mean by shutting usin here ?”” 

The party on the outside appeared to be making 
the fastenings secure, and not until this had been 
done to his satisfaction did he condescend to reply ; 
then the prisoners heard the voice of Manuel as he 
said loudly : 

“ We have taken a notion to learn where those 
old coins come from and think you may havea good 
supply on board, consequently found it necessary to 
take possession. It won’t do any good to shout and 
rave, for we are well outof the harbor. So try to 
make the best of a bad matter.” 

Ned took careful aim in the direction of the 
voice and discharged one barrel of his revolver, the 
bullet plowing its way through the thin barrier ; 
but, so far as could be ascertained, doing no further 
damage. 

“T’ll soon show you how todo 
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my bantam,” Manuel replied angrily, and then the 
sound of his footsteps on the roof of the cabin told 
_ that he had gone forward. 

~ “Tt is just as I feared,” Ned said with a sigh. 
“That fellow had all the opportunity he needed 
“and has taken advantage of it. The sight of the 
money told him almost as plainly as words could 
have done that we had found a treasure on the key 
where the yacht went ashore.” 

“And I was such a fool as to arrange everything 
for them in the best possible shape!” Roy moaned. 
“Tt doesn’t seem as if a fellow could make such a 
fool of himself as I have succeeded in doing.” 

“Tt’s no use crying over what can’t be helped,” 
Ned said cheerily as he mentally braced himself 
to appear cheerful lest his companions should lose 
all courage. “ We must try to get the best of those 
fellows.” 

“And we stand a mighty good chance, don’t we 2 
Four of them against three who are locked into a 
place where they not only can’t help themselves, 
but are shut out from every other portion of the 
steamer!” Vance said bitterly. “Now they are 
convinced there is treasure on board, it won’t take 
more than ten minutes to discover it, and most 
likely the yacht is being headed this very minute 
where they can trust to finding friends,” 
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“T don’t fancy she is bound for Key West,” Ned 
replied, “ but I can’t see why it is necessary to 
look for friends, since they have got things all their 
own way, while we’re shut up here like rats in a 
trap.” 

Then came a long interval of silence as each 
fellow was trying in vain to devise some scheme by 
which the recapture of the yacht would be possible, 
and all were startled as if by an electric shock 
when a loud report rang out, followed by the 
splintering of wood and glass, as a bullet lodged in 
the panels of the state-room door within a few 
inches of Ned’s head. 

For an instant the three stood as if panic-stricken, 
and then Vance ran toward the bulkhead which 
divided the cabin from a portion of the engine- 
room as he cried: eee 

“Get up here, quick! He’s trying for another 
shot !” . 

As he spoke he pointed to the skylight, from 
which direction the bullet had come, and there 
could be seen the interpreter’s legs as he was gliding 
noiselessly around in the hope of seeing his intended 
- victims more clearly. 

This was just the opportunity Ned wanted, and, 
resting his revolver on his arm in order to take 
more steady aim, fired twice in rapid succession, 
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A scream of pain told that at least one of the 
missiles had struck the target, and the oaths and 
imprecations which followed gave very good evi- 

“dence as to who had been wounded. 

“You shall pay for this, you scoundrels!” Manuel 
cried in a fury. “Don’t think that because you are 
hidden from view it is impossible to get at you. 
There is no need of our hunting you out; a few 
days with neither food nor water will soon do the 
business !” 

“But what is to prevent our winging all hands of 
your party before we’re starved ?” Ned cried. “We 
are justified in shooting to kill, for you have shown 
yourselves to be pirates, and we shan’t give in with- 
out a struggle. Watch your chance!” he added in 
a whisper to Roy. “We've got to shoot them down 
or else go under ourselves.” 

“You won’t crow so loud to-morrow,” Manuel 
shouted, and then the sound of halting footsteps 
told that he had gone forward once more. 

“You are shivering like a fellow with a chill,” 
Vance said to Roy. 

“So would you if you had gotten us into the 
scrape that I have. It seems as if I had doomed all 
three to death.” 

“You mustn’t give way like that,” Ned said 
sharply, “or there will be very little hope for us, 
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Vance, you take the revolver until Roy pulls him- 
self together, for just now I don’t believe he could 
hit the side of a barn.” 

“Ts this all we are to do—stand here for them to 
sneak up and shoot us whenever they feel like it?” 
Vance asked as he obeyed the order. 

“ Not by any manner of means, an’ it won’t pay 
to remain in this spot very long, for they can fire 
at us from the engine-room. [ll go into one of the 
state-rooms, and you take the other. By leaving 
the doors open it will be possible to keep watch on 
the skylights, and that is the most dangerous point 
just now.” 

Vance made his way quickly into the room on 
the starboard side, fastening the door open with a 
chair lest the motion of the craft should close it, 
and Ned went into the apartment opposite, Roy 
following him. 

Not until this had been done was it learned that 
the stock of cartridges was yet in the locker, and it 
was necessary they be divided before Manuel should 
have attended to his wound and returned to watch 
for a chance to shoot one of the prisoners. 

Ned darted out very swiftly, knowing he stood a 
poor show of returning if one of the pirates caught 
a glimpse of him, and in a very short time both the 
watchers were well supplied with ammunition. 


R54 WRECKED ON SPIDER ISLAND. 


There was no encouragement to be gained from 
the fact that they were well armed and sheltered 


. from view, as all three realized after they had had 


time to think the matter over. 

The men could easily find the gold and silver, run 
the yacht into some harbor, and there abandon her, 
or, making preparations to leave in the small boat 
at the proper moment, scuttle her. 

It was more than probable they would pursue 
this last course, as Ned admitted to himself after 
studying the matter several moments, and he could 
not repress a shudder as he thought that even now 
they might be arranging such a plan. 

The yacht need not be taken more than a dozen 
miles from the island of Cuba before the deed could 
be done with but slight chance of detection, and the 
treasure in the hold was sufficient to tempt such 
men as they undoubtedly were to commit even a 
greater crime in order to gain possession of it. 

The watchers were sitting on the floor with their 
backs against the bunks, where they could have a 
full view of the skylight, and each held his revolver 
in his hand ready for immediate use. 

“There’s precious little hope that either of you 
will get a chance to shoot,” Roy said after a long 
time of silence, during which he had remained with 
his face buried in hishands. “ They are not obliged 
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to come aft for everything, and even if it should be 
necessary, it could be doné after dark when we can’t 
see them.” 

“Tm a Dutchman if there isn’t one thing in our 
favor !” Ned cried as a sudden thought occurred to 
him. 

“ What is that?” Roy and Vance asked in con- 
cert. 

“The boat is being towed behind. They have 
got to come around here before they can abandon 
the yacht.” 

“There’s no chance of that being done un- 
less——” 

Vance ceased speaking very suddenly as he under. 
stood what Ned had been thinking about, and to 
him the future, not very bright before, suddenly 
grew yet more dark. 

Then came another time of silence, during which 
the motion of the screw suddenly ceased, and the 
prisoners looked at each other in surprise and 
alarm. 

Was this stoppage due to the engine itself, or had 
the pirates arrived at that point where they were 
ready to adopt yet bolder tactics than before ? 

As a matter of course this question could not be 
answered among themselves, and they waited in 
painful suspense for some noise by which they 
might gain an inkling of the true state of affairs. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 


PRISONERS. 


To the great relief of the prisoners the throbbing 
of the engine was heard a few moments later, and 
there was no longer any question but that the 
momentary stoppage had been caused by some 
trifling defect in the machinery, which could only 
be remedied by slowing down. 

The alarm which the boys felt at the yacht’s sud- 
denly becoming motionless on the waters served a 
far different purpose than the pirates could have 
suspected. 

It suggested to Ned’s mind a way of overcoming 
those who had taken possession of the steamer, and 
that without taking too many risks of being killed. 

Instantly the engine was started again he leaped 
to his feet, thrust a revolver into Roy’s hands, and 
whispered : 

“ Keep the sharpest lookout you know how on 
the skylight. If you see so much as a shadow, fire 
at once !” 

“What are you going to do?” 


so 
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“T hardly know yet awhile; but I’ve got a sort 
of an idea which may turn out to be a big thing.” 

Then, to the great surprise of both his compan- 
ions, Ned began examining the partition which 
separated the cabin from the upper portion of the 
engine-room. 

The inspection appeared to afford him considera- 
ble satisfaction, and he began cutting the highly 
polished moldings on either side the center panel 
with his pocket-knife. 

This apparently useless destruction was more 
than Vance could witness in silence, and he asked 
quite sharply : 

“ What’s come over you now %” 

Ned placed placed his finger on his lips as a to- 
ken that no noise should be made, and continued to 
work with feverish haste, stopping every now and 
then to make certain he was not heard by any one 
who might chance to be on the opposite side of the 
wood-work. 

During an hour he labored industriously, and 
then there was an expression of the most intense 
satisfaction on his face as he went softly to 
Vance’s post of duty, beckoning for Roy to join 
them. 

“That bulkhead is only made of thin boards,” 
he said in a whisper, “and I have cut away the 
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moldings until the center panel can be pulled out 
in a few seconds.” 

“Well, what does that amount to?” Vance asked 
~ impatiently. 

“Tt will be possible to get into the engine-room, 
and if that can be done without raising an alarm, I 
count on regaining possession of the steamer with 
but precious little trouble.” 

“How ?” both boys asked in the same breath. 

“ Here is the scheme, and mind that you under- 
stand it perfectly, for there will be no opportunity 
to explain matters after we begin operations. There 
is a speaking-tube from this room to the pilot-house, 
isn’t there ?” 

“Yes,” Vance replied wonderingly. “ Father had 
it put in so he could talk to the man at the wheel 
without being obliged to go on deck.” 

“Very well: when I give the word, you must 
whistle through and claim to want to talk with 
Manvel. That will bring him up to the pilot-house. 
Then you are to ask him on what terms he will 
agree to set us adrift at some point where we can 
reach Key West without difficulty i 

“But we mustn’t think of leaving the yacht until 
it becomes absolutely necessary,” Roy exclaimed. 

“Wait till I finish. You are are to keep on try- 
ing to make a trade with Manuel until you hear me 





inte, ee 


WRECKED ON SPIDER ISLAND. 959 


whistle, and then you can stop. While he is there 
the sailing master will beat the wheel as a matter 
of course, which leaves no one but the steward and 
the engineer below. I shall pull out the panel the 
moment you nod to show me Manuel has come to 
the tube. Then each of us carrying a revolver, 
Vance and I will slip through. I count on surpris- 
ing the engineer so much that I shall have the weap- 
on leveled at his head before he knows we are any- 
where near. Vance mustn’t stop, but keep right 
on to the kitchen and make the darkey a prisoner 
in the same manner. Then I shall whistle; you 
must rush down as quickly as possible and secure 
all the hatches leading to the upper deck, and with 
one of the revolvers run back here to shoot the first 
person who attempts to get in this way.” 

“But we shall be shut up below the same as we 
are here,” Roy said thoughtfully. 

“Yes, but itll be for us to say whether the yacht 
shall go ahead or astern, and those fellows will be 
forced to come to our terms, for if a craft of any 
kind should heave in sight she’d be certain to bear 
down on us for the purpose of learning what was 
the matter, and then if the truth didn’t get out it 
would be our own fault.” 

“Tt’s a big scheme,” said Vance approvingly, 
“only we had better understand beforehand what 
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is to be done if the engineer and steward don’t give 
up when we cover them with the revolvers.” 

“Tn such a case there must be no hesitation about 
shooting them at once. By that time we shall have 
gone so far that it will be the only way of saving 
our own lives.” 

“Let's begin immediately,” Vance said eagerly. 

“ Wait till I fasten the cabin doors on the inside 
so they can’t get in that way without consid- 
erable trouble,” Ned replied as he stole softly and 
noiselessly toward the companion-way. 

Three minutes later everything was in readiness 
for the bold scheme, and as Vance and Ned sta- 
tioned themselves in front of the partially loosened 
panel, Roy whistled through the tube. 

It was nearly a minute before he received any 
reply, and then he nodded his head to show that the 
interpreter had spoken. 

Ned looked at his companion to make certain the 
latter had his weapon ready, and dexterously insert- 
ing the blade of his knife in the crevices of the 
wood-work, succeeded in wrenching out the panel 
with but little noise. 

It can safely be said that their hearts were beat- 
ing furiously as the two boys darted through the 
opening thus made and ran swiftly down the iron 
ladder which led to that portion of the yacht where 
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it was necessary the engineer should remain in or- 
der to attend to the machinery. 

The man looked up in surprise at the sound of the 
hurried footsteps, and before he had an opportunity 
to speak a word Ned was aiming the revolver 
directly at him as he said in a low, stern tone: 

“Up with your hands, quick, orI shall fire! I 
shan’t have the slightest hesitation about shooting 
you as I would a dog!” 

The fellow had obeyed at the first glimpse of the 
weapon, and Ned stepped aside slightly in order to 
let Vance pass him, saying as he did so: 

“Bring the darkey back here as quick as you 
can!” 

Then turning to his prisoner, for the man had 
shown the white feather instantly he was at the 
boy’s mercy, he added, “Catch that bar above your 
head and hold on there. Remember that at the 
least movement I shall shoot. I ought to do that 
at once, for pirates like you are not worth the 
trouble necessary to keep them prisoners.” 

It could be seen that the man understood English 
from the alacrity with which he obeyed, and when 
he was grasping one of the spare steering-rods in 
such a manner as to raise himself sligutly from the 
deck, Ned held the revolver at his head with one 
hand, while with the other he searched the fellow’s 


pockets, 
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A pair of wicked-looking brass-knuckles was 
the result of this search, and then Ned took from 
the engineer’s belt a keen-edged knife, both of 
which articles he threw into the furnace-room. 

This work had but just been completed when 
Vance entered the apartment, driving the darkey in 
front of him, and never did a black face show more 
evidences of fear than at this moment. 

“ Back that fellow against this one!” Ned said 
sharply as Vance appeared, “ and see how quick you 
can lash them together. Tl stand ready to kill the 
first one who makes any kick.” 

Vance went to work as expeditiously as if he had 
always been accustomed to such tasks. 

First he hastily unbuckled the belts of both, and 
with them made a strap of sufficient length to go 
around the prisoners while their arms were lowered. 
Then, running back to the forward cabin, he 
brought out a quantity of ratline stuff, with which 
he proceeded to do them up in a perfect network. 

Ned did not wait until the task was wholly ac- 
complished. 

When Vance had so far secured them that it was 
impossible either could do anything toward effect- 
ing his release, Ned ran to first one companion-way 
and then the other until in less than a couple of 
minutes he had them well secured, 
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The upper door leading from the engine-room was 
the only point at which those on deck could gain an 
entrance without considerable labor, and the greater 
portion of this being glass, he thought it possible 
that in the first frenzy of rage Manuel might 
attempt something of the kind. 

Hastily dragging a couple of mattresses from the 
state-rooms, he placed these against the door in such 
a manner that they would serve as a screen to who- 
ever might be standing there as sentinel. 

“ She’s ours, or, at least, the lower portion of her 
is, and I reckon those villains will have mighty hard 
work to search for treasure now!” he cried, and 
Vance, who had finished his task, came from the 
engine-room. 

“Ts it safe to leave things alone there?” 

“Yes, there’s plenty of water in the glass, the 
fires are all right, and the prisoners lashed up so 
tight that it’ll be hard work for them to so much as 
wink.” 

“Then we'll notify our particular friends in the 
wheel-house that we don’t care about running on 
this course any longer,” and Ned led the way tothe 
state-room where Roy, looking thoroughly fright: 
ened, was yet parleying with Manuel. 

“Ts it all right?” he asked in a whisper. 

“ Snug and neat a trick as you ever saw,” Ned re- 
plied, and then taking his station at the tube, he 
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cried, “ Say, my piratical friend Manuel, we’ve con- 
cluded that we don’t care to give this craft up to 
you without a struggle, and while Roy was talking 


~with you to make certain you didn’t get into 


danger, Vance and I had an interview with your 
two chums below. Now we have concluded that 
we will shut off steam awhile, because of a very 
grave suspicion that the yacht is not headed for Key 
West.” 

An exclamation of rage and astonishment could 
be heard by all, and then the sharp click of the 
cover told that the interpreter had left very sud- 
denly to ascertain if the story was true. 

“We may get a chance to shoot at him again,” 
Ned cried as he sprang to the barricade of mat- 
tresses. ‘“ Vance, you attend to the after companion- 
way, and let Roy shut off the steam. Look lively, 
all hands, for now is the best chance we shall have.” 

The boy was willing to take many risks for the. 
purpose of ending the struggle speedily, and stood 
peering out from the edges of the mattresses where 
he could see any one who came to starboard of the 
deck-houses. 

His companions obeyed the commands so hurried- 
ly given, and in a few seconds the throbbing of the 
screw ceased as Roy shut off the supply of steam. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 
SUCCESS. 


Tur machinery had hardly ceased moving before 
Ned saw a target at which to aim. 

The worthy Manuel was creeping as stealthily as 
a cat to the engine-room door, and before he could 
stretch out his hand to grasp the knob a bullet 
struck his arm, calling forth a wild shriek of pain. 

There was no opportunity for a second shot, for 
the fellow disappeared from view with remarkable 
celerity, and Ned muttered to himself: 

“Tt’s better to disable them than have the thought 
always before a fellow that he has killed a human 
being.” 

“T reckon by the sound that you hit the mark,” 
Vance cried from his station in the cabin. 

“Tt was Manuel again, and this time I reckon 
he’ll find it mighty hard work to use a revolver, 
unless he’s left-handed.” 

“Now what are we to do?” 

“Hold on as we are. We can lose nothing by 


266 WRECKED ON SPIDER ISLAND. 


lying here, and they may find themselves in trouble 
if a revenue cruiser should happen along; even a 
‘merchantman might think it worth while to make 
it hot for them.” 

Roy, having done as he was bidden, joined Ned. 

“You know something about an engine, don’t 
you ?” 

“Hither Vance or I can start or stop her now 
that she is in running order, and I reckon it won’t 
be a hard job to keep the steam up.” 

“ There’s no danger of her exploding ?” 

“Nota bit. The steam will blow off itself if the 
pressure gets too heavy.” 

“Then I reckon we can stick it out as long as 
they can. Suppose you take a look at all the 
hatches and make certain I fastened them secure- 
ly ?” 

Roy went below at once, and until he returned 
not a sound could be heard from the wheel-house, 
where the two pirates were, unless they had seen 
fit to sneak along the port side in the hope of get- 
ting a shot at one of the boys. 

Then the whistle was heard, and Ned motioned 
for Roy to attend to it. 

“Sing out what they say, so all hands will have 
a chance of deciding any question which may come 
up.” 


WRECKED ON SPIDER ISLAND. 26% 


Roy went into the room and an instant later 
cried : 

“ He says the yacht is drifting on to a reef, and 
will be ashore in ten minutes if we don’t go ahead.” 

“Tell him nothing will suit us better than to have 
her there!” Vance cried angrily, and Ned shouted 
cheerily : 

“Tt’s all a lie, for even if they have been running 
up the island we have nothing to fear while the 
wind holds as it did when we started.” 

Roy repeated Vance’s words, and added on his 
own account: 

“There is no use for you to shout through this 
tube, for we don’t care to make any trade with you, 
unless it should be on the basis of your leaving the 
yacht at once.” 

“ Will you put us ashore if we agree to give up 
our weapons ? 

Roy repeated the question to his companions, 
and Ned said: 

“ We can’t afford to run the risk of their treach- 
ery. If they want to take to the small boat, we'll 
allow them the chance of getting into her; but it 
must be done mighty quick.” 

There was no reply to this decision for a long 
while, and Roy had gone into the engine-room to 
assure himself things were all right there, when the 
whistle was heard again. 
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Neither Vance nor Ned dared to answer it lest it 
should be a trick similar to the one they played a 
short time previous with such good success, and it 
was necessary to wait until Roy returned. 

Then the following conversation ensued, Manuel, 
as a matter of course, being the spokesman at the 
wheel-house end of the tube: 

“Weare willing to admit that we are beaten, 
and will take to the small boat at once if you send 
our friends up.” 

Ned dictated the reply : 

“Tt can’t be done. Go alone if you choose, but 
they stay where they are until we reach port or 
are overhauled by some craft, when you will have 
a chance to explain how you happen to be on deck 
with everybody else holding the fort below.” 

“Then we shall stay here, and it may be you'll 
have a chance to fight fire after we get ready to 
take to the small boat.” 

This threat had the effect of frightening Roy 
somewhat, but Vance cried positively : 

“They won’t dare to do anything of the kind 
while their chums are in the hold. Besides, I’d 
rather take my chances of fighting fire than of let- 
ting them loose. What would prevent them from 
doing the same thing after their friends were 
freed ?” 
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“That’s so!” Ned cried. “ Here’s a good trade 
for them! If they’ll get into the small boat and 
push off where we can see them, we’ll let the others 
go one at a time. They can swim to the small boat, 
and thus save themselves from spending quite a 

. while in jail.” 

Roy repeated the words, and a few moments 
later, to the surprise of all, Manuel cried : 

“We're in a tight place, and are willing to accept 
the offer. When shall we start ?” 

“He’s up to some mischief now or I’m a Dutch- 
man!” Ned exclaimed in a low tone, and added : 
“ Tell them to leave at once, and to push off thirty 
or forty yards on the port side.” 

“Do you think it’s safe?” Vance asked nervously. 

“ We'd better take the chances than hang ’round 
here two or three days. I believe I can outwit 
them by working lively.” 

Roy repeated the proposition, and Manuel re- 
plied : 

“Then we'll start at once, for it will take us 
nearly all night to pull back to the island.” 

“ Now, Vance, keep your eyes open and be ready 
to run to the wheel-house on the starboard side,” 
Ned said quickly, and he waited at his post until 
the sound of footsteps on the deck told that the two 
men had gone aft. 
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Then he hurriedly joined Vance, and the latter 
whispered nervously : 

“They have got at least one revolver, and prob- 
| ably two between them. We should have insisted 
on taking the weapons, otherwise they may fire on 
us while we are getting under way.” 

“That’s exactly what I count on their trying to 
do, but I reckon they won’t make very much by it,” 
Ned said as he went into the port state-room aft. 
“ Keep a sharp watch there until the boat pushes 
off, and then get into the wheel-house as lively as 
you know how.” 

It was evidently a portion of Manuel’s scheme to 
play fair until his companions should be with him, 
when he probably intended to try something else. 

Ned had opened the bull’s-eye a few inches to en- 
able him to see what was going on, and when the 
men in the boat came within his range of vision he 
said to Vance : 

“ Now is your time to get into the wheel-house. 
Be careful to keep out of sight, and don’t stand 
erect until we are beyond range.” 

“Now send over our friends!” Manuel shouted. 

“You shall have them as soon as we can make 
the necessary arrangements,’ Ned replied as he 
pushed the muzzle of his weapon through the 
aperture. “For fear you might take a notion to 
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board us again, or send a few bullets at the man at 
the wheel, I shall stand right here ready to kill you 
whenever either of your party makes a threatening 
gesture. Bring up the prisoners, Roy.” 

It was some moments before this order could be 
obeyed, owing to the network of ropes, but they 
were finally released and driven through the cabin, 
Roy marching behind with the heavy starting-bar 
ready to strike down the first one who attempted to 
show fight. 

“See that they jump together,” Ned said, still 
keeping his eyes fixed on the boat, where Manuel 
was busily engaged heaping maledictions on the 
heads of the boys because his plans were not work- 
ing exactly to suit him. “Come back here instantly 
they are in the water.” 

Roy gave the word for the march to be resumed, 
and the prisoners rushed on deck after the com- 
panion-way door had been forced by the aid of the 
bar. 

A moment later a loud splash told that they had 
leaped together, and as Roy came at full speed be- 
low, Ned cried: 

“Start her as quick as possible. A few seconds 
means everything to us just now!” 

The men in the water swam directly toward the 
boat, and as if to pick them up at the earliest pos- 
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sible moment, the sailing master pulled toward 
them. 
: “Thats their game, to board us again, thinking 
‘we can’t start the engine,” Ned muttered to him- 
self. ‘ Manuel fancies he has released his chums, 
and that we are still in his power.” 

Nervous as Ned was, it seemed as if the screw 
would never revolve. 

The men had been pulled on board the boat and 
the sailing master was rowing toward the bow of 
the yacht with all speed, probably intending to 
board from there. 

“Hold on or I shail shoot!” Ned cried, and the 
words had hardly been spoken before the little craft 
was so far ahead that he could no longer see her. 

“Hurry up there unless you are willing we shall 
take those fellows aboard again!” Ned cried as he 
ran to the engine-room door, and then, tearing away 
the barricade he had erected, rushed on to the deck. 

A bullet whistled past his head as he emerged, 
and on shrinking back he understood that the ma- 
chinery was in motion. 

“ Give it to her for all she’s worth!” he shouted 
excitedly, running through the cabin to the main 
companion-way, and just as he was where he could 
look out, the boat swept past within half a dozen 
feet of the stern. 
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In the bow of the little craft was the darkey, 
who had been trying to gain a hold of the yacht as 
she moved swiftly ahead. 

“We've done it by the skin of our teeth!” he 
cried sufficiently loud for Roy to hear ashe ran for- 
ward once more, and shouted from the engine-room 
door, “take care of yourself, Vance! They are 
most likely ready to shoot.” 

Three minutes later he ventured on deck, and 
looking far astern, saw the pirates sitting motionless 
in the boat as if dazed at the very successful man- 
ner in which their villainous scheme had been frus- 
trated. 

It seemed incredible that the little craft could 
have traversed such a distance in so short a time, 
but there was no disputing the fact, and Ned set up 
a shout of triumph, in which he was joined both 
from the wheel-house and engine-room. 

Then he ran to where Vance, having just risen to 
his feet, was swinging the yacht around as if to in- 
tercept a small craft which was running to the west- 
ward. 

“That explains why those fellows were so anxious 
to gain possession of the craft at once that they 
were willing to accede to our terms in the slight 
hope of getting the best of us. Unless ’m very 
much mistaken that is a Key West pilot-boat, which 
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has been up the coast somewhere, and we had better 
speak her.” 

Vance was not mistaken. 

Half an hour later they had overhauled the craft 
and taken on board a reliable pilot, who promised 
they should be at anchor at Key West before mid- 
night, and, what was better still, he kept his word 
to the letter. 

Between them Vance and Roy ran the engine, 
and it is safe to say both felt a sense of the most 
intense relief when they heard the signal to slow 
down, followed by a command to Ned to “clear 
away the anchor.” 

It yet lacked a quarter of twelve when the mighty 
splash told that the Zoe was in the home port once 
more, and her capture nothing more dangerous 
than some hideous nightmare which is quickly for- 
gotten. 

Vance and Roy were on shore very soon after 
sunrise next morning, and almost the first person 
they met was the former’s father. ; 

The party had heard at New York of the fears 
which were entertained concerning the safety of the 
Zoe, and passage was taken on the Key West 
steamer at once. 

They had arrived the evening previous, and Mr. 
Stewart had left the hotel thus early in order to 
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hire a craft of some kind to make a tour of the keys 
in search of some tidings of the missing ones. 

Now that there is no possibility there can be any 
trouble regarding the Zoe or her cargo, it is time 
to end the story. : 

There is really nothing more to say, except that 
Ned spent that winter with Vance and Roy, and 
very many short cruises did they take in the Zoe; 
but, putting them all together, there was not as 
much adventure in them as had been crowded into 
the first voyage. 

As a matter of course the treasure was taken 
charge of by Mr. Stewart and Mr. Harland, and to- 
day, in a certain New York City bank, there is 
$8,000 as Ned’s share of the treasure found on 
Spider Key. 

Up to the present time the boy who the good 
people of Jonesboro had decided was certain to 
come to some bad end has never returned to that 
place, nor is he likely to do so until after he has 
passed an examination for Columbia College, which 
he, with Vance and Ned, intends to enter next term 
if possible. 

Where is the Zoe ? 

That question cannot be answered, although it is 
very probable she is in the vicinity of Key West ; 
but if any of the readers should keep a sharp look- 
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out during the coming summer, it is: more than 
likely they will see a jaunty little steam craft, bear- 
_ ing the same name, which is owned by Ned, Vance, 
“and Roy, having been purchased with a portion of 
the money found in the old hulk on Spider Key. 


THE END. 
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4 A. L. BURT’S BOOKS FOR YOUN G PEOPLE. 


BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
With Lafayette at Yorktown: A Story of How Two 


Boys Joined the Continental Army. By James Otis. 12mo, ornamental 

cloth, olivine edges, illustrated, price $1.50. 

Two lads from Portmouth, N. H., attempt to enlist in the Colonial 
‘Army, and are given employment as spies. There is no lack of exciting 
incidents which the youthful reader craves, but it is healthful excite- 
ment brimming with facts which every boy should be familiar with, 
and while the reader is following the adventures of Ben Jaffrays and 
Ned Allen he is acquiring a fund of historical lore which will remain 
in his memory long after that which he has memorized from text: 
books has been forgotten. 


At the Siege of Havana. Being the Experiences of 


Three Boys Serving under Israel Putnam in 1762. By James Oris. 12mo, 

ornamental cloth, olivine edges, illustrated, price $1.50. 

*““At the Siege of Havana’’ deals with that portion of the island’s 
history when the English king captured the capital, thanks to the 
assistance given by the troops from New BHEngland, led in part by Col. 
Israel Putnam. 

The principal characters are Darius Lunt, the lad who, represented as 
telling the story, and his comrades, Robert Clement and Nicholas 
Vallet. Colonel Putnam also figures to considerable extent, necessarily, 
in the tale, and the whole forms one of the most readable stories founded on 
historical facts. 


The Defense of Fort Henry. A Story of Wheeling 


Creek in 1777. By James Otis. 12mo, ornamental cloth, olivine edges, 

illustrated, price $1.50. 

Nowhere in the history of our country can be found more heroic or 
thrilling incidents than in the story of those brave men and women 
who founded the settlement of Wheeling in the Colony of Virginia. The 
recital of what Blizabeth Zane did is in itself as heroic a story as can 
be imagined. The wondrous bravery displayed by Major McCulloch 
and his gallant comrades, the sufferings of the colonists and their sacrifice 
of blood and life, stir the blood of old as well as young readers. 


The Capture of the Laughing Mary. A Story of Three 


New York Boys in 1776. By Jamzs-Ortis. 12mo, ornamental cloth, olivine 

edges, price $1.50. 

“During the British occupancy of New York, at the outbreak of the 
Revolution, a Yankee lad hears of the plot to take General Washington’s 
person, and calls in two companions to assist the patriot cause. They 
do some astonishing things, and, incidentally, lay the way for an 
American navy later, by the exploit which gives its name to the 
work. Mr. Otis’ books are too well known to require any particular 
commendation to the young.’’—Evening Post, 


With Warren at Bunker Hill. A Story of the Siege of 


Boston. By James Oris. 12mo, ornametnal cloth, olivine edges, illus: 
trated, price $1.50. 


“This is a tale of the siege of Boston, which opens on the day after 
the doings at Lexington and Concord, with a description of home life 
in Boston, introduces the reader to the British camp at Charlestown, 
shows Gen. Warren at home, describes what a boy thought of the 
battle of’ Bunker Hill, and closes with the raising of the siege. The 
three heroes, George Wentworth, Ben Scarlett and an old ropemaker, 
incur the enmity of a young Tory, who causes them many adventures 
the boys will like to read.’’—Detroit Free Press. 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
With the Swamp Fox. The Story of General Marion’s 


Spies. By James Oris. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

This story deals with General Francis Marion’s heroic struggle in the 
Carolinas. General Marion’s arrival to take command of these brave 
men and rough riders is pictured as a boy might have seen it, and 
although the story is devoted to what the lads did, the Swamp Fox 
is ever present in the mind of the reader. 


On the Kentucky Frontier. A Story of the Fighting 


Pioneers of the West. By James Oris. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1. 

In the history of our country there is no more thrilling story than 
that of the work done on the Mississippi river by a handful of frontiers- 
men. Mr. Otis takes the reader on that famous expedition from the 
arrival of Major Clarke’s force at Corn Island, until Kaskaskia was 
captured. He relates that part of Simon Kenton’s life history which 
is not usually touched upon either by the historian or the story teller. 
This is one of the most entertaining books for young people which has 
been published. 


Sarah Dillard’s Ride. A Story of South Carolina in 


in 1780. By James Oris. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

“*This book deals with the Carolinas in 1780, giving a wealth of detail of 
the Mountain Men who struggled so valiantly against the king’s troops. 
Major Ferguson is the prominent British officer of the story, which is 
told as though coming from a youth who experienced these adventures. 
In this way the famous ride of Sarah Dillard is brought out as an 
incident of the plot.’’—Boston Journal. 


A Tory Plot. A Story of the Attempt to Kill General 


Washington. By James Oris. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

““*A Tory Plot’ is the story of two lads who overhear something 
of the plot originated during the Revolution by Gov. Tryon to capture 
or murder Washington. They communicate their knowledge to Gen. 
Putnam and are commissioned by him to play the role of detectives 
in the matter. They do so, and meet with many adventures and hair- 
breadth escapes. The boys are, of course, mythical, but they serve to en- 
able the author to put into very attractive shape much valuable knowledge 
concerning one phase of the Revolution.’’—Pittsburgh Times. 


A Traitor’s Escape. A Story of the Attempt to Seize 


Benedict Arnold. By James OTs. 12mo, cloth, illustrated. price $1.00. 

“This is a tale with stirring scenes depicted in each chapter, bringing 
clearly before the mind the glorions deeds of the early settlers in this 
country. In an historical work dealing with this country’s past, no 
plot can hold the attention closer than this one, which describes the 
attempt and partial success of Benedict Arnold’s escape to New York, 
where he remained as the guest of Sir Henry Clinton. All those who 
actually figured in the arrest of the traitor, as well as Gen. Washing- 
ton, are included as characters.’’—Albany Union, 


A Cruise with Paul Jones. A Story of Naval Warfare 


in 1776. By James Oris. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00, 

“This story takes up that portion of Paul Jones’ adventurous life 
when he was hovering off the British coast, watching for an oppore 
tunity to strike the enemy a blow. It deals more particularly with 
his descent upon Whitehaven, the seizure of Lady Selkirk’s plate, and 
the famous battle with the Drake. The boy who figures in the tale 
is one who was taken from a derelict by Paul Jones shortly after this 
particular cruise was begun.’’—Chicago Inter-Ocean. 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
Corporal Lige’s Recruit. A Story of Crown Point and 


Ticonderoga. By James Otts. 12mo, cloth, illustrated. price $1,00. 

‘In ‘Corporal Lige’s Recruit,’ Mr. Otis tells the amusing story of an 
old soldier, proud of his record, who had served the king in ’58, and who 
takes the lad, Isaae Rice, as his ‘personal recruit.’ The lad acquits 
himself superbly. Col. Ethan Allen ‘in the name of God and the con. 
tinental congress,’ infuses much martial spirit into the narrative, which 
will arouse the keenest interest as it proceeds. Crown Point, Ticon- 
deroga, Benedict Arnold and numerous other famous historical names 
appear in this dramatic tale.’’—Boston Globe, 


Morgan, the Jersey Spy. A Story of the Siege of York- 


town in 1781. By James Otis. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

“The two lads who are utilized by the author to emphasize the details 
of the work done during that memorable time were real boys who lived 
on the banks of the York river, and who aided the Jersey spy in his 
dangerous occupation. In the guise of fishermen the lads visit York- 
town, are suspected of being spies, and put under arrest. Morgan risks 
his life to save them. The final escape, the thrilling encounter with a 
squad of red coats, when they are exposed equally to the bullets of 
friends and foes, told in a masterly fashion, makes of this volume one 
of the most entertaining books of the year.’’—Inter-Ocean. 


The Young Scout: The Story of a West Point Lieu- 


tenant. By Epwarp 5S. Exuis. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

The crafty Apache chief Geronimo but a few years igo was the 
most terrible scourge of the southwest border. The. author has woven, 
in a tale of thrilling interest, all the incidents of Geronimo’s last raid. 





The hero is Lieutenant James Decker, a recent graduate of West Point. , 


Ambitious to distinguish himself the young man takes many a desperate 
chance against the enemy and on more than one occasion narrowly 
escapes with his life. In our opinion Mr. Ellis is the best writer of 
Indian stories now before the public. 


Adrift in the Wilds: The Adventures of Two Ship- 


wrecked Boys. By Epwarp §. Exxis. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00, 
Elwood Brandon and Howard Lawrence are en route for San Fran- 
cisco. Off the coast of California the steamer takes fire. The two boys 
reach the shore with several of the passengers. Young Brandon be- 
comes separated from his party and is captured by hostile Indians, 
but is afterwards rescued. This is a very entertaining narrative of 
Southern California. 


A Young Hero; or, Fighting to Win. By Epwarp 8S. 
Euuis. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


This story tells how a valuable solid silver service was stolen from 
the Misses Perkinpine, two very old and simple minded ladies. Fred 
Sheldon, the hero of this story, undertakes to discover the thieves and 
have them arrested. After much time spent in detective work, he 
succeeds in discovering the silver plate and winning the reward. The 
story is told in Mr. Hillis’ most fascinating style. Every boy will be 
glad to read this delightful book. 


Lost in the Rockies. A Story of Adventure in the 


Rocky Mountains. By EpwarpS.Enuis. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1. 
Incident succeeds incident, and adventure is piled upon adventure, 
and at the end the reader, be he boy or man, will have experienced 


breathless enjoyment in this romantic story describing many adventures i 
the Rockies and among the Indians. is J i is 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
A Jaunt Through Java: The Story of a Journey to 


the Sacred Mountain. By Epwarp S. Etzis. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, 

price $1.00. 

The interest of this story is found in the thrilling adventures of 
two cousins, Hermon and Eustace Hadley, on their trip acrosss the island 
of Java, from Samarang to the Sacred Mountain. In a land where the 
Royal Bengal tiger, the rhinoceros, and other fierce beasts are to be 
met with, it is but natural that the heroes of this book should have a 
lively experience. There is not a dull page in the book. 


The Boy Patriot. A Story of Jack, the Young Friend. 


of Washington. By Epwarp S. Exuis. 12mo, cloth, olivine edges, illuge 
trated, price $1.50. on 
“There are adyentures of all kinds for the hero and his friends, whose 
pluck and ingenuity in extricating themselves from awkward fixes are 
always equal to the occasion. It is an excellent story full of honest, 
manly, patriotic efforts on the part of the hero. A very vivid description 
-s aie battle of Trenton is also found in this story.’’—Journal of 
ucation. 


A Yankee Lad’s Pluck. How Bert Larkin Saved his 


Father’s Ranch in Porto Rico. By Wma. P. Carpman. 12mo, cloth, illus- 

trated, price $1.00. 

“Bert Larkin, the hero of the story, early excites our admiration, 
and is altogether a fine character such as boys will delight in, whilst 
the story of his numerous adventures is very graphically told. This 
er think, prove one of the most popular boys’ books this season.’?— 
Gazette. 


A Brave Defense. A Story of the Massacre at Fort 


a gi in 1781. By Wrii14m P. Cuipman. 12mo, cioth, illustrated, price 


Perhaps no more gallant fight against fearful odds took place during 
the Revolutionary Wear than that at Fort Griswold, Groton Heights, Conn., 
in 1781. The boys are real boys who. were actually on the muster rolls, 
either at Fort Trumbull on the New London side, or of Fort Griswold on 
the Groton side of the Thames. The youthful reader who follows Halsey 
Sanford and Levi Dart and Tom Malleson, and their equally brave com- 
rades, through their thrilling adventures will be learning something more 
than historical facts; they will be imbibing lessons of fidelity, of bravery, 
of ya and of manliness, which must prove serviceable in the arena 
0: e. 


The Young Minuteman. A Story of the Capture of 


Sere 1 in 1777. By Wit11am P. Curpman, 12mo, cloth, illustrated, ' 
price $1.00. 

This story is based upon actual events which occurred during the British 
occupation of the waters of Narragansett Bay. Darius Wale and William 
Northrop belong to ‘‘the coast patrol.’’ The story is a strong one, dealing 
only with actual events. There is, however, no lack of thrilling adventure, 
and every lad who is fortunate enough to obtain the book will find not 
only that his historical knowledge is increased, but thut his own patriotism 
and love of country are deepened. 


For the Temple: A Tale of the Fall of Jerusalem. 


By G. A. Henty. With illustrations by 8. J.Sotomon. 12mo, cloth, olivine 
edges, price $1.00. 

“Mr. Henty’s graphic prose picture of the hopeless Jewish resistance 
to Roman sway adds another leaf to his record of the famous wars of 
the world. The book is one of Mr. Henty’s cleverest efforts.’’—Graphic, 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
Roy Gilbert’s Search: A Tale of the Great Lakes. By 


Wm. P. CuipmMan. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

—A deep mystery hangs over the parentage of Roy Gilbert. He arranges 
with two schoolmates to make a tour of the Great Lakes on a steam 
launch. The three boys visit many points of interest on the lakes. 
Afterwards the lads rescue an elderly gentleman and a lady from a sink- 
ing yacht. Later on the boys narrowly escape with their lives. The 
hero is a manly, self-reliant boy, whose adventures will be followed 
with interest. 


The Slate Picker: The Story of a Boy’s Life in the 


Coal Mines. By Harry PRENTICE. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

This is a story of a boy’s life in the coal mines of Pennsylvania. 
Ben Burton, the hero, had a hard road to travel, but by grit and energy 
he advanced step by step until he found himself called upon to fill the 
position of chief engineer of the Kohinoor Coal Company. This is @ 
book of extreme interest to every boy reader. 


The Boy Cruisers; or, Paddling in Florida. By Sr. 

GEoRGE RATHBORNE. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00 

Andrew George and Rowland Carter start on a canoe trip along the 
Gulf coast, from Key West to Tampa, Florida. Their first adventure 
is with a pair of rascals who steal their boats. Next they run into 
a gale in the Gulf. After that they have a lively time with alli- 
gators and Andrew gets into trouble with a band of Seminole Indians. 
Mr. Rathborne knows just how to interest the boys, and lads who are 
in search of a rare treat will do well to read this entertaining story. 


Captured by Zulus: A Story of Trapping in Africa. 

By Harry Prenticz. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

This story details the adventures of two lads, Dick Elsworth and Bob 
Harvey, in the wilds of South Africa. By stratagem the Zulus capture 
Dick and Bob and take them to their principal kraal or village. The 
lads escape death by dig-ing their way out of the prison hut by night. 
They are pursued, but the Zulus finally give up pursuit. Mr. Prentice 
tells exactly how wild-beast collectors secure specimens on their native 
stamping grounds, and these descriptions make very entertaining resding. 


Tom the Ready; or, Up from the Lowest. By Ran- 
poteH Hitt. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

This is a dramatic narrative of the unaided rise of a fearless, ambi- 
tious boy from the lowest round of fortune’s ladder to wealth and the 
governorship of his native State. Tom Seacomb begins life with a pur- 
pose, and eventually overcomes those who oppose him. How he manages 
to win the battle is told by Mr. Hill in a masterfr)! way that thrills 
the reader and holds his attention and sympathy to the end. 


Captain Kidd’s Gold: The True Story of an Adven- 


turous Sailor Boy. By JAMES FRANKLIN Fitts. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, 

price $1.00 

There is something fascinating to the average youth in the very idea 
of buried treasure. A vision arises before his eyes of swarthy Portu- 
guese and Spanish rascals, with black beards and gleaming eyes. There 
were many famous sea rovers, but none more celebrated than Capt. Kidd. 
Paul Jones Garry inherits a document which locates a considerable 
treasure buried by two of Kidd’s crew. The hero of this book is an 
ambitious, persevering lad, of salt-water New England ancestry, and his 
efforts to reach the island and secure the money form one of the most 
absorbing tales for our youth that has come from the press. 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
The Boy Explorers: The Adventures of Two Boys in 


Alaska, By Harry PRENTICE. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

Two boys, Raymond and Spencer Manning, travel to Alaska to join 
their father in search of their uncle. On their arrival at Sitka the boys 
with an Indian guide set off across the mountains. The trip is fraught 
with perils that test the lads’ courage to the utmost. All through their 
exciting adventures the lads demonstrate what can be accomplished by 
pluck and resolution, and their experience makes one of the most in- 
teresting tales ever written. 


The Island Treasure; or, Harry Darrel’s Fortune. 


By Frank H. Converse. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

Harry Darrel, having received a nautical training on a school-ship, is 
bent on going to sea. A runaway horse changes his prospects. Harry 
Saves Dr. Gregg from drowning and afterward becomes sailing-master 
of a sloop yacht. Mr. Conyerse’s stories possess a charm of their own 
which is appreciated by lads who delight in good healthy tales that 
Smack of salt water. 


Guy Harris: The Runaway. By Harry CasTLEmon. 


12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

Guy Harris lived in a small city on the shore of one of the Great 
Lakes. He is persuaded to go to sea, and gets a glimpse of the rough 
side of life in a sailor’s boarding house. He ships on a vessel and for 
five months leads a hard life. The book will interest boys generally 
= pet of its graphic style. This is one of Castlemon’s most attract- 
ye stories. 


Julian Mortimer: A Brave Boy’s Struggle for Home 


and Fortune By Harry CasTLEmMon. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1. 

The scene of the story lies west of the Mississippi River, in the days 
when emigrants made their perilous way across the great plains to the 
land of gold. There is an attack upon the wagon train by a large party 
of Indians. Our hero is a ‘ad of uncommon nerve and pluck. Befriended 
by a stalwart trapper, a real rough diamond, our hero achieves the most 
happy results. 


By Pike and Dyke: A Tale of the Rise of the Dutch 


Republic. By G. A. Henty. With illustrations by Maynarp Brown. 

12mo, cloth, olivine edges, price $1.00. 

“Boys with a turn for historical research will be enchanted with the 
book, while the rest who only care for adventure will be students in spite 
of themselves.’’—St, James’s Gazette. > 


St. George for England: A Tale of Cressy and Poi- 


tiers. By G. A. Henry. With illustrations by Gorpon Brownz. 12mo, 

cloth, olivine edges, price $1.00. 

“‘A story of very great interest for boys. In his own forcible style 
the author has endeavored to show that determination and enthusiasm 
can accomplish marvellous results; and that courage is generally accom- 
panied by magnanimity and gentleness.’’—Pall Mall Gazette. 


Captain Bayley’s Heir: A Tale of the Gold Fields of 
California. By G. A. Henry. With illustrations by H. M. Pager. 12mor 
cloth, olivine edges, price $1.00. 

“Mr. Henty is careful to mingle instruction with entertainment; and 
the humorous touches, especially in the sketch of John Holl, the West- 
minster dustman, Dickens himself could hardly have excelled.’’—Chris- 
tian Leader. 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
Budd Boyd’s Triumph; or, The Boy Firm of Fox Island. 


By Wiuuram P. Curpman. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

~The scene of this story is laid on the upper part of Narragansett Bay, 
and the leading incidents have a strong salt-water flavor. The two 
boys, Budd Boyd and Judd Floyd, being ambitious and clear sighted, 
form a partnership to catch and sell fish. Budd’s pluck and good sense 
carry him through many troubles. In following the career of the boy 
firm of Boyd & Floyd, the youthful reader will find a useful lesson— 
that industry and perseverance are bound to lead to ultimate success. 


Lost in the Canyon: Sam Willett’s Adventures on the 


Great Colorado. By ALFRED R, CaLHoun. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1, 

This story hinges on a fortune left to Sam Willett, the hero, and the 
fact tbat it will pass to a disreputable relative if the lad dies before 
he shall have reached his majority. The story of his father’s peril and 
of Sam’s desperate trip down the great canyon on a raft, and how the 
party finally escape from their perils is described in a graphic style 
that stamps Mr. Calhoun as a master of his art. 


Captured by Apes: The Wonderful Adventures of a 


Young Animal Trainer. By HArRy PRENTicE. 12mo, cloth, illustrated. 

price $1.00, 

Philip Garland, a young animal collector and trainer, sets sail for 
Bastern seas in quest of a new stock of living curiosities. The vessel 
is wrecked off the coast of Borneo, and young Garland is cast ashore 
on a small island, and captured by the apes that overrun the place. 
Very novel indeed is the way by which the young man escapes death. 
Mr. Prentice is a writer of undoubted skill. 


Under Drake’s Flag: A Tale of the Spanish Main. 


By G. A. Henry. With illustrations by Gorpon Browne. 12mo, cloth, 

olivine edges, price $1.00, 

“There is not a dull chapter, nor, indeed, a dull page in the book; but 
the author has so carefully worked up his subject that the exciting 
deeds of his heroes are never incongruous nor absurd.’’—OQObserver, 


By Sheer Pluck: A Tale of the Ashanti War. By 


G. A. Henry. With illustrations by Gorpon BrowneE. 12mo, cloth, olivine 

edges, price $1.00. 

The author has woven, in a tale of thrilling interest, all the details 
of the Ashanti campaign, of which he was himself a witness. 

“Mr. Henty keeps up his reputation as a writer of boys’ stories. ‘By 
Sheer Pluck’ will be eagerly read.’’—Athenzum, 


With Lee in Virginia: A Story of the American Civil 


War. By G. A. Henry. With illustrations by Gorpon Browne. 12mo, 

cloth, olivine edges, price $1.00. 

“One of the best stories for lads which Mr. Henty has yet written. 
The picture is full of life and color, and the stirring and romantic inci- 
dents are skillfully blended with the personal interest and charm of the 
story.’’—Standard. 


By England’s Aid; or, The Freeing of the Netherlands 


(1585-1604), By G. A. Henry. With illustrations by ALFRED Prarsg. 12mo, 
cloth, olivine edges, price $1.00. 


“It is an admirable book for youngsters. It overflows with stirring 
incident and exciting adventure, and the color of the era and of the 
scene are finely reproduced. The illustrations add to its attractiveness.’’— 
Boston Gazette. 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
By Right of Conquest; or, With Cortez in Mexico. 


By G. A. Henty With illustrations by W. S. Sraczy. 12mo, cloth, 

olivine edges, price $1.50. 

“The conquest of Mexico by a small band of resolute’ men under the 
Magnificent leadership of Cortez is always rightfully ranked among the 
most romantic and daring exploits in history. ‘‘By Right of Conquest’ 
is the nearest approach to a perfectly successful historical tale that 
Mr. Henty has yet published.’’—Academy, 


For Name and Fame; or, Through Afghan Passes. 


By G. A. Henry. With illustrations by Gorpon Browns. 12mo, cloth 

olivine edges, price $1.00. 

“Not only a rousing story, replete with all the varied forms of excite- 
ment of a campaign, but, what is still more useful, an account of a 
territory and its inhabitants which must for a long time possess a supreme 
interest for Englishmen, as being the key to our Indian Empire.’’— 

_ Glasgow Herald. 


The Bravest of the Brave; or, With Peterborough in 


Spai By G. A. Henry. With illustrations by H. M. Paent. 12mo 

oth, olivine edges, price $1.00. 

“Mr. Henty never loses sight of the moral purpose of his work—to 
enforce the doctrine of courege and truth, mercy and loving kindness, 
as indispensable to the making of a gentleman. Boys will read ‘The 
Bravest of the Brave’ with pleasure and profit; ef that we are quite 
sure.’’—Daily Telegraph. 


fhe Cat of Bubastes: A Story of Ancient Egypt. By 


G. A. Henry. With illustrations. 12mo, cloth, clivine edges, price $1.00, 

“‘The story, from the critical moment of the killing of the sacred cat 
to the perilous exodus into Asia with which it closes, is very skillfully 
constructed and full of exciting adventures. It is admirably illustrated.’’ 
-—Saturday Review. 


Bonnie Prince Charlie: A Tale of Fontenoy and Cul- 


Icden. By G. A. Henry. With illustrations by Gorpon Browns. i12mo, 

cloth, olivine eiges, price $1.00. 

“Ronald, the hero, is very like the hero of ‘Quentin Durward.’ The 
lad’s journey acress France, and his hairbreadth escapes, makes up as 

ood a narrative of the kind as we have ever read. For freshness of 
Teatment and variety of incident Mr. Henty has surpassed himself,’’—~ 
Spectater. 

With Clive in India; or, The Beginnings of an Empire. 
G. A. Henyry. With illustrations by Gorpon Brownz. 12mo, cloth, 
olivine edges, price $1.00, 

“He has taken a period of Indian history of the most vital im 
tance, and he has embroidered on the historical facts a story whic! 
itself is deepiy interesting. Young people assuredly will be deligh 
With the volume.’’—Scotsman, 


In the Reign of Terror: The Adventures of a West- 
minster Foy. By G. A. Henty. With illustrations by J. Sontnpmrd, 


¥Ymo, cioth, olivine edges, price $1.00, 

‘Harry Sandwith, the Westminster boy, may fairly be said to beat 
Mr. Henty’s record. His adventures will delight boys by the audacity 
and peril they depict. The story is one of Mr. Henty’s best.’’—Saturday 

view. 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
The Lion of the North: A Tale of Gustavus Adolphm 


and the Wears of Religion. By G. A. Henry. With illustrations by Jom 

Scuénsere. 12mo, cloth, olivine edges, price $1.00. 

‘‘A praiseworthy attempt to interest British youth in the great deeds 
of the Scotch Brigade in the wars of Gustavus Adolphus. Mackey, Hep- 
burn, and Munro live again in Mr. Henty’s pages, as those deserve to 
live whose disciplined bands formed really the germ of the modern 
British army.’’—Atheneum. 


The Dragon and the Raven; or, The Days of King 


Alfred. By G. A. Henry. With illustrations by C. J. Stanimanp. i2mo, 

cloth, olivine edges, price $1.00. 

In this story the author gives an account of the fierce struggle be- 
tween Saxon and Dane for supremacy in England, and presents a vivid 
picture of the misery and ruin to which the country was reduced by the 
ravages of the sea-wolves. The story is treated in a manner most at- 
tractive to the boyish reader.’’—Atheneum, 


The Young Carthaginian: A Story of the Times of 


Hannibal. By G. A. Henry. With illustrations by C. J. Sranmand. 12mo, 

cloth, olivine edges, price $1.00. 

‘‘Well constructed and vividly told. From first to last nothing stays 
the interest of the narrative. It bears us along as on a stream whose 
eurrent varies in direction, but never loses its force.’’—Saturday Review. 


In Freedom’s Cause: A Story of Wallace and Bruce. 


By G. A. Henty. With illustrations by Gorpon Browne. 12mo, cloth, 
olivine edges, price $1.00. 


“Tt is written in the author’s best style. Full of the wildest and most 
remarkable achievements, it is a tale of great interest, which a boy, once 
he has begun it, will not willingly put one side.’’—The Schoolmaster. 


With Wolfe in Canada; or, The Winning of a Con- 


tinent. By G. A. Henry. With illustrations by Gorpon Browng. 12mo, 
cloth, olivine edges, price $1.00. 


‘“‘A model of what a boys’ story-book should be. Mr. Henty has a 
great power of infusing into the dead facts of history new life, and as 
no pains are spared by him to ensure accuracy in historic details, his 


pecks supply useful aids to study as well as amusement.’’—School Guard- 
jan, 


True to the Old Flag: A Tale of the American War of 


Independence. By G. A. Hunry. With illustrations by Gorpon BRowNE. 
12mo, cloth, olivine edges, price $1.00. 


“Does justice to the pluck and determination of the British soliders 
during the unfortunate struggle against American emancipation. The son 
of an American loyalist, who remains true to our flag, falls among the 
lhostile red-skins in that very Huron country which has been endeared 
to us by the exploits of Hawkeye and Chingachgook.’’—The Times, 


A Final Reckoning: A Tale of Bush Life in Aus- 


tralia. By G. A. Henry. With illustrations by W. B. WottEn. 12mo, 
cloth, olivine edges, price $1.00. 


“All boys will read this story with eager and unflagging interest. The 
episodes are in Mr. Henty’s very best vein—graphic, exciting, realistic; 
and, as in all Mr, Henty’s books, the tendency is to the formation of an 
honorable, manly, and even heroic character.’’—Birmingham Post, 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
The Lion of St. Mark: A Tale of Venice in the Four- 


teenth Century. By G. A. Henry. With illustrations by Gorpon Browns. 

12mo, cloth, olivine edges, price $1.00. 

“Every boy should read ‘The Lion of St. Mark.’ Mr. Henty has never 
produced a_ story more delightful, more wholesome, or more vivacious.’’— 
Saturday Review. 


Facing Death; or, The Hero of the Vaughan Pit. A 


Tale of the Coal Mines. By G. A. Henty. With illustrations by GorpDon 

Browne. 12mo, cloth, olivine edges, price $1.00. 

“The tale is well written and well illustrated, and there is much 
reality in the characters. If any father, clergyman, or schoolmaster 
is on the lookout for a good book to give as a present to a boy who is 
worth his salt, this is the book we would recommend.’’—Standard. 


Maori and Settler: A Story of the New Zealand War. 


By G. A. Henry. With illustrations by ALFRED Prarss. 12mo, cloth: 

olivine edges, price $1.00. ; 

“In the adventures among the Maoris, there are many breathless 
moments in which the odds seem hopelessly against the party, but they 
succeed in establishing themselves happily in one of the pleasant New 
Zealand valleys. It is brimful of adventure, of humorous and interesting 
conversation, and vivid pictures of colonial life.’’—Schoolmaster. 


One of the 28th: A Tale of Waterloo. By G. A. 


Henty. With illustrations by W. H. Overzenp. 12mo, cloth, olivine 
edges, price $1.00. 

*“‘Written with Homeric vigor and heroic inspiration. It is graphic, 
picturesque, and dramatically effective . . . shows us Mr. Henty at 
his best and brightest. The adventnres will hold a boy enthralled as he 
ein through them with breathless interest ‘from cover to cover.’ ’’— 

server. 


Orange and Green: A Tate of the Boyne and Limer- 


ick. By G. A. Henry. With illustrations by Gorpon BrownE. 12mo, 
cloth, olivine edges, price $1.00. 
“The narrative is free from tre vice of prejudice, and ripples with 
_ life as if what is being described were really passing before the eye.’’— 
Belfast News-Letter. 


Through the Fray: A Story of the Luddite Riots. 


! By G. A. Henry. With illustrations by H. M. Pacgr. 12mo, cloth, olivine 
iden. price $1.00. 

“Mr. Henty inspires a love and admiration for straightforwardness, truth 
and courage. This is one of the best of the many good books Mr. 
carved a produced, and deserved to be classed with his ‘Facing Death.’ ’’ 
—Standard. 


The Young Midshipman: A Story of the Bombard- 
ment of Alexandria. With illustrations. 12mo, cloth, olivine edges 
price $1.00. 

A coast fishing lad, by an act of heroism, secures the interest of 
a shipowner, who places him as an apprentice on board one of his ships. 
In company with two of his fellow-apprentices he is left behind, at 
Alexandria, in the hans of the revolted Egyptian troops, and is present 
through the bombardment and the scenes of riot and bloodshed which 
aceompanied it. 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
In Times of Peril. A Tale of India. By G. A. 


Henry. With illustrations. 12mo, cloth, olivine edges, price $1.00. 
The hero of the story early excites our admiration, and is altogether 


a fine character such as boys will delight in, whilst the story of the 
campaign is very graphically told.’’—St. James’s Gazette. 


The Cornet of Horse: A Tale of Marlborough’s Wars. 


By G. A. Henry. With illustrations, 12mo, cloth, olivine edges, price $1. 

‘“‘Mr. Henty not only concocts a thrilling tale, he weaves fact and fiction 
together with so skillful a hand that the reader cannot help acquiring a 
just and clear view of that fierce and terrible struggle known as the 
Crimean War.’’—Athenzum, 


The Young Franc-Tireurs: Their Adventures in the 


Franco-Prussian War. By G. A. Henry. With illustrations. 12mo, cloth, 

olivine edges, price $1.00. 

“A eapital book for boys. It is bright and readable, and full of good 
Sense and manliness. It texvhes pluck and patience in adversity, and 
shows that right living leads to success.’’—Observer. 


The Young Colonists: A Story of Life and War in 


South Africa. By G. A. Henty. With illustrations. 12mo, cloth, olivine 

edges, price $1.00. 

“No boy needs to have any story of Henty’s recommended to him, and 
parents who do not know and buy them for their boys should be ashamed 
of themselves. Those to whom he is yet unknown could not make a 
better beginning than with this book. 


The Young Buglers. A Tale of the Peninsular War. 


By G. A. Henty. With illustrations. 12mo, cloth, olivine edges, price $1. 

“Mr. Henty is a giant among boys* writers, and his books are suffi- 
ciently popular to be sure of a welcome anywhere. In stirring interest, 
this is quite up to the level of Mr. Henty’s former historical tales.’’~— 
Saturday Review. 


Sturdy and Strong; or, How George Andrews Made his 


Way. By G. A. Henty. With illustrations. 12mo, cloth, olivine edges, 

price $1.00. 

“The history of a hero of everyday life, whose love of truth, clothing of 
modesty, and innate pluck, carry him, naturally, from poverty to afflu- 
ence. George Andrews is an example of character with nothing to cavil 
et, and stands as a good instance of chivalry in domestic life.’’—The 

mpire. 


Among Malay Pirates. A Story of Adventure and 
Peril. By G. A. Henty. With illustrations. 12mo, cloth, olivine edges, 
price $1.00. ; 


“Incident succeeds incident, and adventure is piled upon adventure, 
and at the end the reader, be he boy or man, will have experienced 
breathless enjoyment in a romantic story that must have taught him 
much at its close.’’—Army and Navy Gazette. 


Jack Archer. A Tale of the Crimea. By G. A. 


Henty. With illustrations. 12mo, cloth, olivine edges, price $1.00. 

“Mr. Henty not only concocts a thrilling tale, he weaves fact and fiction 
together with so skillful a hand that the reader cannot help acquiring a 
just and clear view of that fierce and terrible struggle.’’—Atheneum, 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
Friends, Though Divided. A Tale of the Civil War. 


By G. A. Henry. With illustrations. 12mo, cloth, olivine edges, price $1. 
“Tt has a good plot; it abounds in action; the scenes are equally spirited 


and realistic, and we can only say we have read it with much pleasure 
from first to last.’’—Times, 


Out on the Pampas; or, The Young) Settlers. By 
G. A. Henty. With illustrations. 12mo, cloth, olivine edges, price $1.00, 


“‘A really noble story, which adult readers will find to the full as satis- 
fying as the boys. Lucky boys! to have such a eaterer as Mr. G. A. 
Henty.’’—Black and White. 


The Boy Knight: A Tale of the Crusades. By G. A.. 


Henty. With illustrations. 12mo, cloth, olivine edges, price $1.00. 


“Of stirring episode there is no lack. The book, with its careful accu- 
racy and its descriptions of all the chief battles, will give many a school- 
boy his first real understanding of a very important period of history.’’— 
St. James’s Gazette. 


The Wreck of the Golden Fleece. The Story of a North 


Sea Fisher Boy. By Rozserr Leicuton. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1. 

A description of life on the wild North Sea,—the hero being a parson’s 
son who is appreciated on board a Lowestoft fishing lugger. The lad has 
to suffer many buffets from his shipmates, while the storms and dangers 
which he braved on board the ‘‘North Star’’ are set forth with minute 
Knowledge and intense power. The wreck of the ‘‘Golden Fleece’’ formg 
the climax to a thrilling series of desperate mischances. 


Olaf the Glorious. A Story of the Viking Age. By 


Ropert LeicHTon. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


This story of Olaf the Glorious, King of Norway, opens with the incident 
of his being found by his uncle living as a bond-slave in Esthonia; then 
come his adventures as a Viking and his raids upon the coasts of Scot- 
land and England, his victorious battle against the Bnglish at Maldon in 
Essex, his being bought off by Ethelred the Unready, and his conversion 
to Christianity. He then returns to Pagan Norway, is accepted as king, 
and converts his people to the Christian faith. 


To Greenland and the Pole. A story of Adventure in 
the Arctic Regions. By GorponSrasies. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1. 


The unfailing fascination of Arctic venturing is presented in this story 
with new vividness. It deals with skilébning in the north of Scotland, 
deer-hunting in Norway, sealing in the Arctic Seas, bear-stalking on the 
ice-floes, the hardships of a?%journey across Greenland, and a successful 
voyage to the back of the North Pole. This is, indeed, a real sea-yarn 
by a rea! sailor, and the tone is as bright and wholesome as the adventures 


are numerous. 


Yussuf the Guide. A Story of Adventure in Asia 


Minor. By Grorce Manvite Fenn. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00, 


This story deals with the stirring incidents in the career of a lad who hat 
been almost given over by the doctors, but who rapidly recovers healtk 
and strength in a journey through Asia Minor. The adventures are many, 
and culminate in the travellers being snowed up for the winter in thé 
mountains, from which they escape while their captors are waiting fot 
the ransom that does not come. 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
Grettir the Outlaw. A Story of Iceland. By S. Bar- 


inc-GouLp. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

“This is the boys’ book of the year. That is, of course, as much ag 
to say that it will do for men grown as well as juniors. It is told in 
_ simple, straightforward English, as all stories should be, and it has a 
freshness and freedom which make it irresistible.’’—National Observer. 


Two Thousand Years Ago. The Adventures of a 
Roman Boy. By A. J. Caurcu. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 
‘“‘Prof. Church has in this story sought to revivify that most interesting 

period, the last days of the Roman Republic. The book is extremely en 


tertaining as well as useful: there is a wonderful freshness in the Roman 
scenes and characters.’’—Times, 


Nat the Naturalist. A Boy’s Adventure in the Hast- 


ern Seas. By GrorGcE MANVILLE Fenn. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $2. 

Nat and his uncle Dick go on a voyage to the remoter islands of the 
Eastern seas, and their adventures are told in a truthful and vastly in- 
teresting fashion. The descriptions of Mr. Bbony, their black comrade, 
and of the scenes of savage life, are full of genuine humor. 


The Log of the Flying Fish. A Story of Peril and 


Adventure. By Harry CoLLincwoop. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1. 

‘This story is full of even more vividly recounted adventures than those 
whiclt charmed so many boy readers in ‘Pirate Island’ and ‘Congo Rovers.’ 
- - . There is a thrilling adventure on the precipices of Mount Everest, 
when the ship floats off and providentially returns by force of ‘gravita- 
tion.’ ’’—Academy. 


The Congo Rovers. A Story of the Slave Squadron. 
By Harry Cotuinewoop. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“The scene of this tale is laid on the west coast of Africa, and in the 
lower reaches of the Congo; the characteristic scenery of the great river 
being delineated with wonderful accuracy. Mr. Collingwood carries us off 
for another cruise at sea, in ‘The Congo Rovers,’ and boys will need no 
pressing to join the daring crew, which seeks adventures and meets with 
any number of them.’’—The Times, 


Boris the Bear Hunter. A Tale of Peter the Great and 
His Times. By FRED WisHaw. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“This is a capital story. The characters are marked and lifelike, and it 
ds full of incident and adventure.’’—Standard, 


Michael Strogoff; or, The Courier of the Ozar. By 
JULES VERNE. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“The story is full of originality and vigor. The characters are lifelike, 
there is plenty of stirring incident, the interest is sustained throughout, 
and ovey boy will enjoy following the fortunes of the hero.’’—Journal of 

ucation, 


Mother Carey’s Chicken. Her Voyage to the Unknown 


Isle. By Groner MANnvILLE Fenn. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“Undoubtedly one of the best Mr. Fenn has written. The incidents are 
of thrilling interest, while the characters are drawn with a care and com- 
pleteness rarely found in a boy’s book,’’—Literary World, 











For sale by all booksellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price by the 
publisher, A. L, BURT, 52-58 Duane Street, New York. P f 


A. In SUKT’S BOOKS FOR YOUNG PEOPLY. 17 


BOOKS FOR BOYS. ay: 
Dick Sand; or, A Captain at Fifteen. By Juuzs 


VERNE. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“Jules Verne himself never constructed a more marvellous tale. It con- 
tains the strongly marked features that are always conspicuous in his 
stories—a racy humor, the manly vigor of his sentiment, and wholesome 
moral lessons.’’—Christian Leader, 


Erling the Bold. A Tale of the Norse Sea Kings. 


By R. M. BatnantyneE. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 
“This volume makes a really fascinating book, worthy of its telling 


title. There is, we venture to say, not a dull chapter in the book, not 
a page which will not bear a second reading.’’—Guardian. 


Masterman Ready; or, The Wreck of the Pacific. By 
Caprain Magryat. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. vs 
““As racy a tale of life at sea and adventure as we have met with for 


some time. . . . Altogether the sort of book that boys will revel in.’’ 
—Athenezury, 


The Green Mountain Boys. A Tale of the Early Set- 


tlementof Vermont. By D.P.THompson. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1. 

A story of very great interest for boys. In his own forcible style the 
author has endeavored to show that determination and patriotic enthu- 
Slasm can accomplish marvellous results. This story gives a graphic ac- 
count of the early settlers of Vermont, and their patriotic efforts in de- 
fending their homes from the invasions of enemies. 


Every Inch a Sailor. By Gorpon Srasizes. 12mo, 
cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. U 
*“‘A story which is quite as good in its way as ‘Treasure Island,’ and is 

full of adventure of a stirring yet most natural kind. Although it is 


primarily a boys’ book, it is a real godsend to the elderly reader.’’— 
Evening Times. 


The Golden Galleon. A Narrative of Adventure on 


Her Majesty’s Ship the Revenge. By Ropert LeicutTon. 12mo, cloth, 
illustrated, price $1.00. 

“This story should add considerably to Mr. Leighton’s high reputation. 
BHxcellent in every respect, it contains every variety of incident. The plot 
is very cleverly devised, and the types of the North Sea sailers~ are 
capital.’’—The Times, 


The Gorilla Hunters. A Tale of the Wilds of Africa. 


By R. M. Batiantyxe. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00, 

“‘We conscientiously belive that boys will find it capital reading. It ig 
full of incident and mystery, and the mystery is kept up to the last 
moment. It is full of stirring adventure, daring and many escapes; and 
it has a historical interest.’’—Times, 


Gascoyne the Sandalwood Trader. By R. M. Bat- 


LANTYNE. i2mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

“One of the best stories of seafaring life and adventure which have 
appeared this season, Entertaining in the highest degree from beginning 
to end, and full of adventure which is all the livelier for its close con- 
nection with history.’’—Spectator. 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS. 


Two Years Before the Mast. A Personal Narrative + 
Life at Sea. By R. H. Dana, Jr. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00 


“One of the very best books for boys that we have seen for a long tim~ 
4ts author stands far in advance of any other writer for boys as a tele 
of stories of the sea.’’—The Standard, 


The Young Rajah. A Story of Indian Life. By W 


H. G. Kineasron. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“This story will place the author at once in the front rank. It is 
of life and adventure, and the interest is sustained without a break * 
first to last.’’—Standard. 


How Jack Mackenzie Won His Epaulettes. A Storm 


of the Crimean War. By Gorpon Stasies. 12mo, cloth, illustrat~ 

price $1.00. 

“This must rank among the few undeniably good boys’ books. rR 
will be a very dull boy indeed who lays it down without wishing the 
it had gone on for at least 100 pages more.’’—Mail. ; 


The King’s Pardon. A Story of Land and Sea. Br 


Ropert Overton. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“‘An excellent story, time interest being sustained from first to las 
This is, both in its intention.and the way the story is told, one of tha 
ae books of its kind which has come before us this year.’’—Saturde” 

eview, 


Under the Lone Star. A Story of the Revolution im 
Nicaragua. By Herpert Haynes,’ 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


‘“‘We have not of late come across a historical fiction, whether intendey 
for boys or for men, which deserves to be so heartily and unreservedly 
praised as regards plot, incidents, and spirit as this book. It is its an- 
thor’s masterpiece as yet.’’—Spectator, 


Geoff and Jim: A Story of School Life. By Ismay 
THorN. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


‘This is a prettily told story of the life spent by two motherless bairns 
at a small preparatory school. Both Geoff and Jim are very lovable char- 
acters, only Jim is the more so; and the scrapes he gets into and the 
trials he endures will, no doubt, interest a large circle of young readers,’’ 
=—Church Times, 


Jack: A Topsy Turvy Story. By C. M. Crawzsy- 
Borvny. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“The illustrations deserve particular mention, as they add largely to 
the interest of this amusing volume for children. Jack falls asleep with 
his mind full of the subject of the fishpond, and is very much surprised 
presently to find himself an inhabitant of Waterworld, where he goes 
through wonderful and edifying adventures. A handsome and pleasant 
book.’’—Literary World. 


Black Beauty. The Autobiography of a Horse. By 
ANNA SEWELL. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


This is the life story of a horse; how he was ill treated and well 
eared for, The experiences of Black Beauty, Ginger, and Merrylegs are 
extremely interesting. Wherever children are, whether boys or girls, there 
this Autobiography should be. It ineuleates habits of kindness to all mem- 
bers of the animal creation. The literary merit of the bosk 1s excellent. 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
Mopsa the Fairy. By Jean INGELOW. 12mo, cloth, 


illustrated, price 75 cents. : 

“Mrs. Ingelow is, to 22" mind, the most charming of all living writers 
for children, and ‘Mopsa’ alone ought to give her a kind of pre-emptive 
right to the love and gratitude of our young folks. It requires genius 
to conceive a purely imaginary work which must of necessity deal with 
the supernatural, without running into a mere riot of fantastic absurdity; 
but genius Mrs. Ingelow has, and the story of ‘Jack’ is as careless and 
joyous, but as delicate as a picture of childhood.’’—Eclectic, 


Carrots: Just a Little Boy. By Mrs. MoLesworrn. 
12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“One of the cleyerest and most pleasing stories it has been our good 
fortune to meet with for some time. Carrots and his sister are delight- 
ful little beings, whom to read about is at once to become very fond of. 
A genuine children’s book; we’ve seen ’em seize it, and read it greedily. 
Children are first-rate critics, and thoroughly appreciate Walter Crane’s 
illustrations.’’—Punch, 


Larry’s Luck. By the author of “Miss Toosey’s Mis- 


sion.** 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“Tt is believed that this story, by this favorably known author of 
“Miss Toosey’s Mission,’ will be found both highly interesting and instruc- 
tive to the young. Whether the readers are nine years old, or twice as 
old, they must enjoy this pretty volume.’’—The Examiner, 


A Child’s Christmas: A Sketch of Boy Life. By Mrs. 


MotzeswortH. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“This is another of those delightful juvenile stories of which this author 
has written so many. It is a fascinating little book, with a charming 
plot, a sweet, pure atmosphere, and teaches a wholesome moral in the 
most winning manner.’’—Gazette, 


Chunk, Fusky and Snout. A Story of Wild Pigs for 


Little People. By Grratp Youne. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents, 


‘The story is an extremely interesting one, full of incident, told in a 
quiet, healthful way, and with a great deal of pleasantly interfused 
information about wild pigs and their ways. It is sure to interest both 
boys and girls.’”’—Christian Union. 


Daddy’s Boy. By L. T. Means. 12mo, cloth, illus- 


trated, price 75 cents. 


‘“‘A charming story of child life. Little Sir Rowland is one of the 
most fascinating of the misunderstood child heroes of the day. The quaint 
doings and imaginings of this gentle, lovable, but highly original child are 
introduced by Mrs. Meade, with all her accustomed pathos.’’—Guardian. 


Adventures of Prince Prigio. By ANpbrEw LANG. 


12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“This book has so much charm of style and good writing that it will be 
eagerly read by many other than the young folk for whom it is intended.”’ 
~—Black and White. 


A Flock of Four. A Story for Boys and Girls. By 


Ismay THorN. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 
“As a gift book for boys it is among the best new books of the kind. 
The story is interesting and natural, from first to last.’’-—Gazette. 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
A Flat Iron for a Farthing. The Story of an Only 


Son. By Jut1ana Horatia Ewina. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 

“A yery good book it is, full of adventure, graphically told. The style 
is just what it should be; simple but not bold, full of pleasant humor, 
and with some pretty touches of feeling. Like all Mrs. Ewing’s tales, 
it is sound, sensible, and wholesome.’’—Times, 


The Greek Heroes. Fairy Tales for My Children. By 


Cuarues Kinestry. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


‘“‘we do not think these heroic stories have ever been more attractively 
told. . . There ig a deep under-current of religious feeling traceable 
throughout its pages which is sure to influence young readers porver- 
fully. One of the children’s books that will surely become a classic.’’— 
London Review. , 


Jackanapes. By Juttana Horatia Ewine. 12mo, 
cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“This is one of Mrs. Ewing’s charming little stories for young children. 
The narrative . . . is full of interest for its real grace and delicacy, 
and the exquisiteness and purity of the English in which it is written.’’— 
Boston Advertiser. 


Princess and Curdie. By Grorce MacpoNALp. 12mo, 


cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“One of the cleverest 2nd most pleasing stories it has been our good 
fortune to meet with for some time. The Princess and Curdie are delight- 
Ae little beings, whom to read about is at once to become very fond of.’’ 
—Examiner, 


Peter the Pilgrim. The Story of a Boy and His Pet 

Rabbit. By L. T. Mzaps. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 

“Little Peter, with his soft heart, clever head, and brave spirit is no 
morbid presentment of the angelic child ‘too good to live,’ and who is 
certainly a nuisance on earth, but a charming creature, if not a por- 
trait, whom it is a privilege to meet even in fiction.’"—The Academy. 


We and the World. A Story for Boys. By JuLiana 
Horatia Ewine. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“The author has evidently studied the ways and tastes of children and 
got at the secret of amusing them; and has succeeded in what is not 


So easy a task as it may seem—in producing a really good children’s 
book.’’—Daily Telegraph. 


Little Ivan’s Hero. A Story of Child Life. By 
Hetren Mirman. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 
“‘We should imagine those queer folk indeed who could not read this 
story with eager interest and pleasure, be they boys or girls, young or 


old. We highly commend the style in which the book is written, and the 
spirit which pervades it.’’—World. 


Dick, Marjorie and Fidge. The Wonderful Adventures 
of Three Little People. By G. E. Farrow. 12mo, cloth, illust’d, price 75c. 


“..« . To the young, for whom it is especially intended, this is a 
most interesting book of adventures, well told, and a pleasant book to 
take up when their wish is to while away a weary half-hour. We have 
seen no prettier gift-book for a long time.’’—Atheneum. 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
A Wonder Book: For Boys and Girls. Comprising 


Stories of Classical Fables. By NATHANIE 
ee iy L HawrHorns. 12mo, cloth, 


““A beautiful little story. It will be read wi i 
into whose hands it is placed.’’—Gazette. ee Cone ca 


My Dog Plato: His Adventures and Impressions. By 
H. M. Cornwatt Leex. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“A capital story, and one we heartily commend to b 
gentle and simple.’’—Guardian. 4 hid soo em 


Squib and His Friends. A Story for Children. By 


ELLEN EVERETT GREEN. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“This book will please by its simplicity, its tenderness, and its health: 
interesting motive. It is admirably written.’’—Scotsman, v! 


Tom’s Opinion. The Story of a Boys’ School. By 
the author of “Miss Toosey’s Mission.’’ 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75c. 


“A beautiful little story. . . . It will be read with delight by 
every boy into whose hands it is placed.’’—Pall Mall Gazette. 


Robin’s Ride. A Story for Children. By ELiinor 


D. Apams. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“It is a first-rate boys’ book. It is a capital story; the characters are 
well drawn, and the incidents are perfectly natural.’’—Times. 


Peter and Tom. A Story for Boys. By Butz S. 


Cracin. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 

Peter and Tom were unlikely heroes, particularly in the direction of 
heroism, but the proper chord was touched in each of their lives, and 
through many trials and adventures they developed Christian principles and 
successful business traits. 


Nurse Heatherdale’s Story. By Mrs. Motesworrtu. 
12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 

** ‘Nurse Heatherdale’s Story’ is all about a small boy, who was good 
enough, yet was always getting into some trouble through complications 
in which he was not to blame. He is an orphan, though he is cared for in 
a way by relations, who are not so very rich, yet are looked on aswell 
fixed. After many youthful trials and disappointments he falls into a 
big stroke of good luck, which lifts him and goes to make others happy.’’ 

ommercial Advertiser. 


The Last of the Huggermuggers. A Giant Story. By 


CHRISTOPHER P. CraucH. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“Fresh and charming in style, with fun that is never forced, pathos 
that is always genuine, and with a distinctly wholesome purpose. This is 
eertain to be a favorite with boys.’’—Literary World. 


The Hunting of the Snark. By Lewis Carrott, 
author of “Alice in Wonderland.” 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 
“Whether as regarding author or illustrator, this book is a jewel 

rarely to be found nowadays. Not a whit inferior to its predecessor in 

grand extravagance of imagination, and delicious allegorical nonsense.’’ 

—Quarterly Review. 
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BOOKS FOR GIRLS. 


Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland. By Lewis CARROLL. 


12mo, cloth, 42 illustrations, price 75 cents. 


“From first to last, almost without exception, this story is delightfully 
a humorous and illustrated in harmony with the story.’”’—New York 
Xpress, 


Through the Looking Glass, and What Alice Found 


There. By Lewis CaRROLL. 12mo, cloth, 50 illustrations, price 75 cents. 
“‘A delight alike to the young people and their elders, extremely funny 
both in text and illustrations.’’—Boston Express. 


Little Lucy’s Wonderful Globe. By Cuartorre M. 


Yones. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“This story is unique among tales intended for children, alike for pleas- 
ant instruction, quaintness of humor, gentle pathos, and the subtlety with 
which lessons moral and otherwise are conveyed to children, and perhaps 
to their seniors as well.’’—The Spectator. 


Joan’s Adventures at the North Pole and Elsewhere. 


By Aticke CorKRAN. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“‘Wonderful as the adventures of Joan are, it must be admitted that 
they are very naturally worked out and very plausibly presented. Alto- 
gether this is an excellent story for girls.’’—Saturday Review. 


Count Up the Sunny Days: A Story for Girls and Boys. 


By C. A. Jones. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 
*“‘An unusually good children’s story.’’—Glasgow Herald, 


The Heir of Redclyffe. By CHartotre M. YONGE. 
12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 
“A narrative full of interest from first to last. It is told clearly and in 
a straightforward manner, and arrests the attention of the reader at once, 
so that one feels afresh the unspeakable pathos of the story to the end.’’— 
London Graphic, 


The Dove in the Eagle’s Nest. By CuHartorTe M. 
Yoner. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. p 
“‘Among all the modern writers we believe Miss Yonge first, not in 
genius, but in this, that she employs her great abilities for a high and 
noble purpose. We know of few modern writers whose works may be so 
safely commended as hers.’’—Cleveland Times, 


Jan of the Windmill. A Story of the Plains. By Mrs. 


J. H. Ewrna. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“Never has Mrs. Ewing published a more charming volume, and that 
is saying a very great deal. From the first to the last the book over- 
flows with the strange knowledge of child-nature which so rarely sur- 
vives childhood; and moreover, with inexhaustible quiet humor, which 
is never anything but innocent and well-bred, never priggish, and never 
clumsy.’’—Academy, 


A Sweet Girl Graduate. By L.T.Merapz. 12mo, cloth, 


illustrated, price $1.00. 


“One of this popular author’s best. The characters are well imagined 
and drawn. The story moves with plenty of spirit and the interest does 
not flag until the end too quickly comes.’’—Providence Journal. 
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BOOKS FOR GIRLS. 
Six to Sixteen: A Story for Girls. By Junrana 


Horatia Ewine. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“There is no doubt as to the good quality and attractiveness of ‘Six to 
Sixteen.’ The book is one which would enrich any girl’s book ghelf.’’— 
St. James’ Gazette. 


The Palace Beautiful: A Story for Girls. By L. T. 
Meape. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


““A bright and interesting story. The many admirers of Mrs. L. T. 
Meade in this country will be delighted with the ‘Palace Beautiful’ for 
ore ew than one. It is a charming book for girls.’”’—New York 

ecorder. 


A World of Girls: The Story of a School. By L. T. 


Meape. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“One of those wholesome stories which it does one good to read. It 
will afford pure delight to numerous readers. This book should be on 
eyery girl’s book shelf.’’—Boston Home Journal. 


The Lady of the Forest: A Story for Girls. By L. T. 


Meape. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“This story is written in the author’s well-known, fresh and easy style. 
All girls fond of reading will be charmed by this well-written story. It 
is told with the author’s customary grace and spirit.’’—Boston Times. 


At the Back of the North Wind. By Grorcre Mac- 


DONALD. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


‘A yery pretty story, with much of the freshness and vigor of Mr. Mac- 
donald’s earlier work. . . . It is a sweet, earnest, and wholesome fairy 
story, and the quaint native humor is delightful. A most delightful vol- 
ume for young readers.’’—Philadelphia Times. 


The Water Babies: A Fairy Tale for a Land Baby. 


By Cuaries Kinestzy. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“The strength of his work, as well as its peculiar charms, consist in 
his description of the experiences of a youth with life under water in the 
luxuriant wealth of which he revels with all the ardor of a poetical na- 
ture.’’—New York Tribune. 


Our Bessie. By Rosa N. Carry. 12mo, cloth, illus- 


strated, price $1.00. 

“One of the most entertaining stories of the season, full of vigorous 
action, and strong in character-painting. Elder girls will be charmed with 
it, and adults may read its pages with profit.”’—The Teachers’ Aid, 


Wild Kitty. A Story of Middleton School. Bz L. T. 


Meapez. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“Kitty is a true heroine—warm-hearted, self-sacrificing, and, as all 
good women nowadays are, largely touched with the enthusiasm of human- 
ity. One of the most attractive gift books of the season.’’—The Academy. 


A Young Moutineer. A Story for Girls. By L. T. 


Mrapz. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 
“One of Mrs. Meade’s charming books for girls, narrated in that simple 
and picturesque style which marks the authoress as one of the first among 


writers for young people.’’—The Spectator, 
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BOOKS FOR GIRLS. 
Sue and I. By Mrs. O’Rettty. 12mo, cloth, illus- 


trated, price 75 cents. 
~ “A thoroughly delightful book, full of sound wisdom as well as fun.’’— 
Athenzum, 


The Princess and the Goblin. A Fairy Story. By 


Grorce MacponaLtp. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 

“ff a child once begins this book, it will get so deeply interested in 
it that when bedtime comes it will altogether forget the moral, and will 
weary its parents with importunities for just a few minutes more to see 
how everything ends.’’—Saturday Review, 


Pythia’s Pupils: A Story of a School. By Eva 


HartneR. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

“This story of the doings of several bright school girls is sure to interest 
girl readers. Among many good stories for girls this is undoubtedly one 
of the very best.’’—Teachers’ Aid. 


A Story of a Short Life. By Jutiana Horatia EwIne. 


12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

“The book is one we can heartily recommend, for it is not only bright 
aa interesting, but also pure and healthy in tone and teaching.’’— 

ourier. 


The Sleepy King. A Fairy Tale. By AvusBrey Hop- 


WOOD AND SEYMouR Hicks. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


*“‘Wonderful as the adventures of Bluebell are, it must be admitted that 
they are very naturally worked out and very cata presented. 
Altogether this is an excellent story for girls.’’—Saturday Review. 


Two Little Waifs. By Mrs. MoLeswortH. 12mo, 
cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“Mrs. Molesworth’s delightful story of ‘Two Little Waifs’ will charm 
all the small people who find it in their stockings. It relates the ad- 
ventures of two lovable English children lost in Paris, and is just wonder- 
ful enough to pleasantly wring the youthful heart.’’—New York Tribune, 


Adventures in Toyland. By Epirn Kine Hay. 12mo, 
cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“The author is such a bright, cheery writer, that her stories are 
always acceptable to all who are not confirmed cynics, and her record of 
the adventures is as entertaining and enjoyable as we might expect.’?— 
Boston Courier, 


Adventures in Wallypug Land. By G. E. Farrow. 
12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“These adventures are simply inimitable, and will delight boys and girls 
of mature age, as well as their juniors. No happier combination of 
author and artist than this volume presents could be found to furnish 
healthy amusement to the young folks. The book is an artistic one in 
every sense.’’—Toronto Mail, 


Fussbudget’s Folks. A Story for Young Girls. By 
Anna F. BurNHAM. 12ni0, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“Mrs. Burnham has a rare gift for composing stories for children. With 
a light, yet forcible touch, she paints sweet and artless, yet natural and 
strong, characters.’’—Congregationalist. 
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BOOKS FOR GIRLS. 
Mixed Pickles. A Story for Girls. By Mrs. E. M. 


Fietp. 12mo, cloth, ilustrated, price 75 cents. 


“It is, in its way, a little classic, of which the real beauty-and pathos 
ean hardly be appreciated by young people. It is not too much to say 
ef the story that it is perfect of its kind.’’—Good Literature. 


Miss Mouse and Her Boys. A Story for Girls. By 


Mrs. MoteswortH. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


*““Mrs. Molesworth’s books are cheery, wholesome, and particularly well 
adapted to refined life. It is safe to add that she is the best English prose 
writer for children. A new volume from Mrs. Molesworth is always a 
treat.’’—The Beacon. 


Gilly Flower. A Story for Girls. By the author of 


‘* Miss Toosey’s Mission.” 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“Jill is a little guardian angel to three lively brothers who tease and 
play with her. . . . Her unconscious goodness brings right thoughts 
and resolves to several persons who come into contact with her. There is 
me ens in this tale, but its influence is of the best kind.’’—Literary 

orld. 


The Chaplet of Pearls; or, The White and Black Ribau- 


mont. By CuarLtoTTe M. Yonege. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“Full of spirit and life, so well sustained throughout that grown-up 
readers may enjoy it as much as children. It is one of the best books of 
the season.’’—Guardian. 


Naughty Miss Bunny: Her Tricks and Troubles. By 


Ciara MULHOLLAND. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“The naughty child is positively delightful. Papas should not omit the 
book from their list of juvenile presents.’’—Land and Water. 


Meg’s Friend. By Atice Corxran. 12mo, cloth, 


illustrated, price $1.00. 


“One of Miss Corkran’s charming books for girls, narrated in that simpie 
and picturesque style which marks the authoress as one of the first among 
writers for young people.’’—The Spectator. 


Averil. By Rosa N. Carzy. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, 


price $1.00. 

“A charming story for young folks. Averil is a delightful creature— 
piquant, tender, and true—and her varying fortunes are perfectly real- 
istic.’’—World. 


Aunt Diana. By Rosa N. Carey. 12mo, cloth, illus- 


trated, price $1.00. 

“An excellent story, the interest being sustained from first to last. 
This is, both in its intention and the way the story is told, one of the 
best books of its kind which has come before us this year.’’—Saturday 
Review. 


Little Sunshine’s Holiday: A Picture from Life. By 


Miss Mutock. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 

“This is a pretty narrative of child life, describing the simple doings 
and sapien of a oe eharming and rather precocious child. This is a 
delightful book for young people.’’—Gazette, 
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BOOKS FOR GIRLS. 
Esther’s Charge. A Story for Girls. By ELLEN EVERETT 


Green. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


_““ . . , This is a story showing in a charming way how one little 
girl’s jealousy and bad temper were conquered; one of the best, most 
suggestive and improving of the Christmas juveniles.”’"—New York Trib- 
une. 


Fairy Land of Science. By AraseLtA B. BUCKLEY. 
12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“‘We can highly recommend it; not only for the valuable information 
it gives on the special subjects to which it is dedicated, but also as a 
book teaching natural sciences in an interesting way. A fascinating 
little volume, which will make friends in every household in which there 
are children.’’—Daily News. 


Merle’s Crusade. By Rosa N. Carey. 12mo, cloth, 
illustrated, price $1.00. 


‘“‘Among the books for young people we have seen nothing more unique 
than this book. Like all of this author’s stories it will please young read- 
ae by ee very attractive and charming style in which it is written.’’— 

ournal, 


Birdie: A Tale of Child Life. By H. L. CHILDE- 


PEMBERTON. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“The story is quaint and simple, but there is a freshness about it 
that makes one hear again the ringing laugh and the cheery shout of chil- 
dren at play which charmed his earlier years.’’—New York Express, 


The Days of Bruce: A Story from Scottish History. 


By Grack Aquinar. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“There is a delightful freshness, sincerity and vivacity about all of Grace 
Aguilar’s stories which cannot fail to win the interest and admiration of 
every lover of good reading.’’—Boston Beacon. 


Three Bright Girls: A Story of Chance and Mischance. 


By ANNIE E, ARMSTRONG. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“The charm of the story lies in the cheery helpfulness of spirit devel- 
oped in the girls by their changed circumstances; while the author finds 
a pleasant ending to all their happy makeshifts. The story is charmingly 
Beene the book can be warmly recommended as a present for girls.’’— 

andard. 


Giannetta: A Girl’s Story of Herself. By Rosa Mut- 
HOLLAND. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“Wxtremely well told and full of interest. Giannetta is a true heroine— 
warm-hearted, self-sacrificing, and, as all good women nowadays are, 
largely touched with enthusiasm of humanity. The illustrations are un- 
eeuelly good. One of the most attractive gift books of the season.’’—The 

cademy. 


Margery Merton’s Girlhood. By Atice CorKRAN. 
12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“The experiences of an orphan girl who in infaney is left by her 
father to the care of an elderly aunt residing near Paris. The accounts 
of the various persons who have an after influence on the story are sin- 
gularly vivid. There is a subtle attraction about the book which will make 
it a great favorite with thoughtful girls.’’—Saturday Review. 
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BOOKS FOR GIRLS. 
Under False Colors: A Story from Two Girls’ Lives. 


By Saraw Doupngy. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“Sarah Doudney has no superior as a writer of high-toned storfes—pure 
in style, original in conception, and with skillfully wrought out plots; but 
+ ea wigs seen nothing equal in dramatic energy to this book.’’—Christian 

eader, 


Down the Snow Stairs; or, From Good-night to Good- 
morning. By ALIcE CorKRAN. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“‘Among all the Christmas volumes which the year has brought to our 
table this one stands out facile princeps—a gem of the first water, bearing 
upon every one of its pages the signet mark of genius. . . . All is told 
with such simplicity and perfect naturalness that the dream appears to be 
- = reality. It is indeed a Little Pilgrim’s Progress.’’—Christian 

eader. 


The Tapestry Room: A Child’s Romance. By Mrs. 


MoteswortH. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 

“Mrs. Molesworth is a charming painter of the nature and ways of 
children; and she has dore good service in giving us this charming 
juvenile which will delight the young people.’’—Athenzum, London, 


Little Miss Peggy: Only a Nursery Story. By Mrs. 


MoLeswortTH. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


Mrs. Molesworth’s children are finished studies. A joyous earnest spirit 
pervades her work, and her sympathy is unbounded. She loves them 
with her whole heart, while she lays bare their little minds, and expresses 
their foibles, their faults, their virtues, their inward struggles, their 
conception of duty, and their instinctive knowledge of the right and wrong 
of things. She knows their characters, she understands their wants, 
and she desires to help them. 


Polly: A New Fashioned Girl. By L. T. Mnapsz. 


12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

Few authors have achieved a popularity equal to Mrs. Meade as a 
writer of stories for young girls. Her characters are living beings of 
flesh and blood, not lay figures of conventional type. Into the trials 
and crosses, and everyday experiences, the reader enters at once with zest 
and hearty sympathy. While Mrs. Meade always writes with a high 
moral purpose, her lessons of life, purity and nobility of character are 
rather inculeated by example than intruded as sermons. 


One of a Covey. By the author of “Miss Toosey’s 


Mission.” 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 

“Full of spirit and life, so well sustained throughout that grown-up 
readers may enjoy it as much as children. This ‘Covey’ consists of the 
twelve children of a hard-pressed Dr. Partridge owt of which is chosen a 
little girl to be adopted by a spoiled, fine lady. We have rarely read 
a story for boys and girls with greater pleasure. One of the chief char- 
acters would not have disgraced Dickens’ pen.’’—Literary World. 


The Little Princess of Tower Hill. By L. T. Means. 


12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 

“This is one of the prettiest books for children published, as pretty 
as a pond-lily, and quite as fragrant. Nothing could be imagined more 
attractive to young people than such a combination of fresh pages and 
fair pictures; and while children will rejoice over it—which is much 
better than crying for it—it is_a book that can be read with pleasure 











eyen by older boys and girls.’’—Boston Advertiser. 
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BOOKS FOR GIRLS. 
Rosy. By Mrs. MoteswortH. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, 


price 75 cents. . 

‘Mrs. Molesworth, considering the quality and quantity of her labors, 
is the best story-teller for children England has yet known. 

“This is a very pretty story. The writer knows children, and their 
ways well. The illustrations are exceedingly well drawn.’’—Spectator. 


Esther: A Book for Girls. By Rosa N. Carey. 12mo, 
cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

“She inspires her readers simply by bringing them in contact with the 
characters, who are in themselves inspiring. Her simple stories are woven 
in order to give her an opportunity to describe her characters by their own 
conduct in seasons of trial.’’—Chicago Times. 


Sweet Content. By Mrs. MoteswortH. 12mo, cloth, 

illustrated, price 75 cents. 

“Tt seems to me not at all easier to draw a lifelike child than to draw 
a lifelike man or woman: Shakespeare and Webster were the only two 
men of their age who could do it with perfect delicacy and_suecess. 
Our own age is more fortunate, on this single score at least, having a 
larger and far nobler proportion of female writers; among whom, since 
the death of George Eliot, there is none left whose touch is so exquisite 
and masterly, whose love is so thoroughly according to knowledge, whose 
bright and sweet invention is so fruitful, so truthful, or so delightful as 
Mrs. Molesworth’s.’’—A, C. Swinbourne. 


Honor Bright; or, The Four-Leaved Shamrock. By the 


author of ‘‘ Miss Toosey’s Mission.» 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 
“Tt requires a special talent to describe the sayings and doings of 
children, and the author of ‘Honor Bright,’ ‘One of a Covey,’ possesses that 
fale in no small degree. A cheery, sensible, and healthy tale.’’—The 
imes. 
The Cuckoo Clock. By Mrs. MoLeswortH. 12mo, 
cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“A beautiful little story. It will be read with delight by every child _ 
into whose hands it is placed. . . . The author deserves all the praise 
that has been, is, and will be bestowed on ‘The Cuckoo Clock.’ Children’s 
stories are plentiful, but on, like this is not to be met with every day.’’— 
Pall Mall Gazette. 


The Adventures of a Brownie. As Told to my Child. 


By Miss Mutoor. i12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“The author of this delightful little book leaves it in doubt all through 
whether there actually is such a creature in_existence as a Brownie, but 
she makes us hope that there might be.’’—Chicago Standard. 


Only a Girl: A Tale of Brittany. From the French 
by OC. A. Jonzs. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“We can thoroughly recommend this brightly written and homely nar. 
tative.’’—Saturday Review. get yy ‘ 


Little Rosebud; or, Things Will Take a Turn. By 


BEATRICE HaRRADEN. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“A most delightful little book. . . . Miss Harraden is so bright, so 
healthy, and so natural withal that the book ought, as a matter of duty, 
to be added to every girl’s library in the land:’’—Boston Transcript. 
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BOOKS FOR GIRLS. | 
Girl Neighbors; or, The Old Fashion and the New. By 


SaRaw TYTLER. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

“One of the most effective and quietly humorous of Miss Tytler’s stories. 
‘Girl Neighbors’ is a pleasant comedy, not so much of errors as of preju- 
ae -* rid of, very healthy, very agreeable, and very well written.’’— 

pectator. 


The Little Lame Prince and His Traveling Cloak. By 


Miss Mutocr. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 

““No sweeter—that is the proper word—Christmas story for the little 
folks could easily be found, and it is as delightful for older readers as 
well. There is a moral to it which the reader can find out for himself, if 
he chooses to think.’’—Cleveland Herald. 


Little Miss Joy. By Emma MarsHatt. 12mo, cloth, 
illustrated, price 75 cents. 
““A very pleasant and instructive story, told by a very charming writer 


in such an attractive way as to win favor among its young readers. The 
illustrations add to the beauty of the book.’’—Utica Herald. 


The House that Grew. A Girl’s Story. By Mrs. Motzs- 


WorRTH. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 

“This is a very pretty story of English life. Mrs. Molesworth is one 
of the most popular and charming of English story-writers for children. 
Her child characters are true to life, always natural and_ attractive, 
and her stories are wholesome and interesting.’’—Indianapolis Journal. 


The House of Surprises. By L. T. Muape. 12mo, 


cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 

““A charming tale of charming children, who are naughty enough to be 
interesting, and natural enough to be lovable; and very prettily their story 
is told. The quaintest yet most natural stories of child life. Simply 
delightful.’’—Vanity Fair. 


The Jolly Ten: and their Year of Stories. By Aanzs 


Carr Sacre. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 

The story of a band of cousins who were accustomed to meet at the 
“Pinery,’’ with ‘‘Aunt Roxy.’’ At her fireside they play merry games, 
have suppers flavored with innocent fun, and listen to stories—each with 
its lesson calculated to make the ten not less jolly, but quickly re- 
sponsiyve to the calls of duty and to the needs of others. 


Little Miss Dorothy. The Wonderful Adventures of 


Two Little People. By MarrHa James. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75c. 

“This is a charming little juvenile story from the pen of Mrs. James, 
detailing the various adventures of a couple of young children. Their 
many adventures are told in a charming manner, and the book will 
please young girls and boys.’’—Montreal Star, 


Pen’s Venture. A Story for Girls. By Etvirton 


Wrieut. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 

Something Pen saw in the condition of the cash girls in a certain store 
gave her a thought; the thought became a plan; the plan became a ven- 
~ what venture. It is amusing, touching, and instructive to read about 
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FAIRY BOOKS. 
The Blue Fairy Book. Edited by ANDREW Lane. Pro- 


fusely illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 


‘The tales are simply delightful. No amount of description can do 
them justice. The only way is to read the book through from cover to 
cover.’’—Book Review. 


“The Green Fairy Book. Edited by ANDREW LANc. 


Profusely illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 
“The most delightful book of fairy tales, taking form and contents to- 
gether, ever presented to children.’’—E, S. Hartland, in Folk-Lore. 
The Yellow Fairy Book. Edited by ANDREW LAN@. 
Profusely illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price $1.00. 


“As a collection of fairy tales to delight children of all ages, it ranks 
second to none.’’—Daily Graphic, 


The Red Fairy Book. Edited by ANDREW Lane. Pro- 


fusely illustrated, 12mo, cloth, price $1.C0, 


“A gift-book that will charm any child, and all older folk, who have 
been fortunate enough to retain their taste for the old nursery stories.’’— 
Literary World. 


Celtic Fairy Tales. Edited by Josepu Jacoss. 12mo, 
cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


**A stock of delightful little narratives gathered chiefly from the Celtic- 
speaking peasants of Ireland. A perfectly lovely book. And oh! the 
wonderful pictures inside. Get this book if you can; it is capital, adl 
through.’’—Pall Mall Budget, 


English Fairy Tales. Edited by JosepH Jacozns. 12mo, 
cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“The tales are simply delightful. No amount of description can do 
them justice. The only way is to read the book through from cover to 
cover. The book is intended to correspond to ‘Grimm’s Fairy Tales,’ 
and it must be allowed that its pages fairly rival in interest those of 
that well-known repository of folk-lore.’’—Morning Herald. 


Indian Fairy Tales. Edited by JosepH Jacoss. 12mo, 
cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“Mr. Jacobs brings home to us in a clear and intelligible manner the 
enormous influence which ‘Indian Fairy Tales’ have had upon European 
literature of the kind. The present combination will be welcomed not 
alone by the little ones for whom it is specially combined, but also by 
children of larger growth and added years.’’—Daily Telegraph. 


Household Fairy Tales. By the BrorHurs Grimm. 
12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“As a collection of fairy tales to delight children of all ages this 
work ranks second to none.’’—Daily Graphic. 


Fairy Tales and Stories. By Hans Curistran ANDER- 
SEN. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“Tf I were asked to select a child’s library I should name these three 
volumes, ‘Hnglish,’ ‘Celtic,’ and ‘Indian Fairy Tales,’ with Grimm and 
Hans Andersen’s airy Tales.’’—Independent. 
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FAIRY BOOKS. 
Popular Fairy Tales. By the BrorHers Grimm. 12mo, 


cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“From first to last, almost without exception, these stories are delight- 
ful.’’—Athenzum. 


Icelandic’ Fairy Tales. By A. W. Hatt. 12mo, cloth, 
illustrated, price $1.00. 


“The most delightful book of fairy tales, taking form and contents to- 
gether, ever presented to children. The whole collection is dramatic and 
humorous. A more desirable child’s vook has not been seen for many a 
day.’’—Daily News. 


Fairy Tales From the Far North. (Norwegian.) By 


P. C. ASBIORNSEN. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“If we were asked what present would make a child happiest at Christ- 
mastide we think we could with a clear conscience point to Mr. Jacobs’ 
book. It is a dainty and an interesting volume.’’—Notes and Queries, 


Cossack Fairy Tales. By R. Nispet Barn. 12mo, 
cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“‘A really valuable and curious selection which will be welcomed by 
readers of all ages. . . . The illustrations by Mr. Batten are often 
clever and irresistibly humorous. A delight alike to the young people 
and their elders.’’—Globe. 


The Golden Fairy Book. By Various AuTHorRs. 12mo, 


cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 

“The most delightful book of its kind that has come in our way for 
many a day. It is brimful of pretty stories. Retold in a truly deightful 
manner.’’—Graphic, 


The Silver Fairy Book. By Various AutHors. 12mo, 


cloth, illustrated, price $1.00. 


“The book is intended to correspond to ‘Grimm’s Fairy Tales,’’ and it 
must be allowed that its pages fairly rival in interest those of the well- 
known repository of folk-lore. It is a most delightful volume of fairy 
tales.’’—Courier. 


The Brownies, and Other Stories. By Jun1ana Horatia 
Ewine. i2mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“Like all the books she has written this one is very charming, and 
is worth more in the hands of a child than a score of other stories of a 
more sensational character.’’—Christian at Work. 


The Hunting of the Snark. An Agony in Hight Fits. 


By Lewis Carro.u, author of ‘Alice in Wonderland.” 12mo, cloth, illus- 

trated, price 75 cents. 

“This glorious piece of nonsense. . . . Everybody ought to read it 
—nearly everybody will—and all who deserve the treat will scream with 
laughter.’’—Graphic. 


Lob Lie-By-the-fire, and Other Tales. By JuLiana 
Horatio Ewina. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price 75 cents. 


“Mrs. Ewing has written as good a story as her ‘Brownies,’ and that 
is saying a great deal. ‘Lob Lie-by-the-fire’ has humor and pathos, and 
teaches what is right without making children think they are reading a 
sermon.’’—Saturday Review. 
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